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"Dear friends, this place is too eerie. Lives are more important. I take my leave first."
Battle Dao Sovereign’s eyes flashed. He led the disciples of the Immortal Palace of All Laws and flew towards the entrance.
"Scaredy-cat!"
A youth with an aged air from the Black Tortoise clan sneered coldly. He turned his head and said, "The Witch Clan’s ancestral land has undergone an abnormal change. Follow me out to report this matter to the Ancestor."
"......"
The crowd exchanged uncertain glances.
Ye Li found it both hilarious and irritating.
People in the cultivation world truly were, without exception, unique individuals.
"Daoist brother, do you intend to leave?" Feng Wuji asked.
"Unnecessary."
Ye Li replied lightly.
Feng Wuji smiled knowingly; Ye Li's decision was exactly to his liking.
A short while later, only Huang Yinyue, those of the Ancestral Dragon lineage, Ye Li, and a few others remained. Even the Dao Sovereign from the Heavenly Script lineage did not stay behind.
After all, since the young masters were absent, staying held little significance.
Whoosh!
An instant later, Battle Dao Sovereign and his followers flew out of the ancestral land.
The expressions of the various Celestial Lords were tinged with strangeness.
"Ancestor."
That youth with the aged air from the Black Tortoise clan transmitted a message to Bei Di Xuan Wu: "The Witch Clan’s ancestral land truly no longer has restrictions. At the very least, it does not restrict Celestial Lords."
"And we discovered that the Witch Clan’s ancestral land and the land of the Heaven's Gap seem to be one and the same."
"Withdraw for now."
A sharp gleam flashed in the old eyes of Bei Di Xuanwu.
At this moment, the atmosphere became subtle.
Wu Qinyun wore a grave expression.
The numerous fissures, once shattered, became perceptible to everyone present. Any who were not idiots understood that the Witch Clan’s ancestral land had encountered a great change.
"Daoist Wu..." Luoshen Dynasty’s Celestial Lord Wen began.
"Daoist friend, do you wish to enter my clan’s ancestral land?" Wu Qinyun inquired coldly.
Celestial Lord Wen’s words stuck in his throat; he could not utter another word for a long moment, his expression awkward and speechless.
Wu Qinyun’s mood was very heavy.
The upheaval in the Witch Clan’s ancestral land was most likely caused by the Witch Master.
He couldn't help but recall Ye Xu’s warning within his mind.
"Has something truly happened to the Witch Master?" An intense chill gripped Wu Qinyun's heart. He looked at Wu Tianyue and sent a voice transmission, "This is critical. Notify the Patriarch immediately."
"I shall enter the ancestral land myself to investigate."
"Seven Ancestors, take care."
Wu Tianyue spoke gravely.
Wu Qinyun nodded and flew towards the Witch Clan’s ancestral land. Everyone’s eyes were fixed upon him. When Wu Qinyun flew into the ancestral land, he encountered no suppression by the rules and passed through unimpeded.
"Dao Ancestor Mu, are you interested in venturing inside to uncover the truth?" Bei Di Xuanwu chuckled.
Mu Fanyin remained expressionless. How could she be unaware of the thoughts harbored by this group of old things?
They simply wanted her to take the lead.
"If the Witch Clan Patriarch arrives, this seat offers you no protection," Mu Fanyin stated coldly. "If you wish to enter the Witch Clan's ancestral land, then prepare to leave your lives inside."
Upon finishing her words, Mu Fanyin surged into the ancestral land.
"Don't look at me."
The ancestral dragon, feeling Bei Di Xuanwu’s gaze, shook his head repeatedly. "Since my body is fragile, I merely wish to live a few more years."
The others all showed hesitation.
"What is there to fear?"
A bold laugh rang out as Eternal Celestial Lord took a step forward, covering great strides with each one. He, along with another Celestial Lord from the Immortal Palace of All Laws, had already entered the Witch Clan’s ancestral land.
The ancestral dragon sneered.
"Let's go."
Celestial Lord Wen of the Luoshen Dynasty, Celestial Lord Xinyuan, and others followed closely behind.
Bei Di Xuanwu was tempted to move.
"Brother Turtle," the ancestral dragon murmured, "you'd better consider clearly. Behind them all are Dao Ancestors offering support. Their entrance surely comes with the Dao Ancestors' consent."
"Daoist Brother Chaos has held back so long, likely unwilling to wade into these muddy waters."
"This..."
Bei Di Xuanwu’s expression became hesitant.
It had to be said, while the ancestral dragon was fearful of death, he perceived matters with clarity.
"If our paths differ, we walk not together."
East Sky Azure Dragon scoffed coldly. "The ancestral dragon has grown old, long ago losing his bold and enterprising spirit. His achievements in this lifetime can advance no further."
"Brother Xuanwu, let us enter together."
Whoosh!
Having spoken, he stepped into the ancestral land alongside South Emperor Vermilion Bird.
"I'll... wait a bit longer," Bei Di Xuanwu murmured.
...
Witch Clan's ancestral land.
Wu Shaoyang and the disciples of the Witch Clan walked through the Void.
Even the Void was deathly silent, like stagnant water without a single ripple.
"Big brother Shaoyang, why can't we sense the Primordial Essence?" asked a young man in black robes, puzzled. "This seems quite different from the Dao Clan’s ancestral land."
"The ancestral Void is riddled with cracks, as if about to collapse. It's truly strange."
The sole woman among them spoke solemnly.
She wore a white dress, her brows exuding a heroic spirit.
"You're making a big fuss."
Wu Shaoyang said lightly. "Perhaps our ancestral land has been this way since ancient times."
"Our task is to find the Primordial Essence."
He pointed to his forehead. Strange totems manifested across Wu Shaoyang's body instantly, as boundless vital energy surged from the totems into his flesh.
His body expanded massively, transforming into a heaven-supporting fiendgod. A third eye opened on his brow, containing infinite chaotic divine light that pierced all illusions.
The Witch Clan disciples beside him watched with awe.
No one in his generation surpassed Wu Shaoyang’s mastery of the Witch Path. Truly, he was the clan’s most promising prodigy.
Boom!
Totems interlaced within his eyes. His physical form crushed the chaos around him—he had nearly pushed his bodily power to its absolute limit.
In both the yang realm and the yin realm, Wu Shaoyang undoubtedly ranked among the zenith of his cultivation level.
This was also why he refused to submit to Ye Li.
Bang!
Wu Shaoyang’s divine power sent faint ripples through the Void. Straining his gaze into the distance, he finally glimpsed an Ancient Temple deep within the chaos.
The temple floated upon the Void.
"Follow me."
Wu Shaoyang strode across the chaos as if walking on flat ground.
His companions scrambled to keep pace.
After a stick of incense...
Wu Shaoyang stood before the temple.
The Ancient Temple was carved with ancient totems—Innate deities and demons, ancient ferocious beasts, primordial ancestors, immortal plants and Spirit Roots—all showcasing the universe’s profound mysteries and vastness.
A timeworn, archaic aura seeped through the temple’s half-open door.
"Wu Shaoyang, ninth-generation disciple of the Witch Clan, bearing my clan’s command, has come to retrieve the Primordial Essence!"
Wu Shaoyang retracted his massive form, knelt, and bowed respectfully.
No response came from within.
"Inside!"
Without another word, Wu Shaoyang charged into the Ancient Temple.
Creak!
The temple doors swung open.
A wave of decay emanated from within.
One seed hovered in the air.
It appeared to be the source of all essence.
The power of essence felt boundless and immense, an inexhaustible ocean that stirred a primal craving deep within the bodies of the Witch Clan disciples gathered.
“Hahaha! The Essence Seed!”
Wu Shaoyang looked deranged, his grin carrying a hint of savage glee.
“Wait!”
The Woman in white gown’s expression tightened. “There’s something wrong with the Essence Seed.”
The seed was veined with countless cracks.
If this truly was the Essence Seed, it proved the Seed itself was grievously wounded, incomplete.
“They say when Luo Qianchen refined the Primordial Qi, she devoured the life force of the entire Dao Clan’s ancestral land,” Wu Shaoyang stated coldly. “To refine this Essence Seed, I would inevitably need to mimic her method.”
Swoosh!
He reached out a massive hand, grasping for the Essence Seed.
“Wu Shaoyang! Do you plan to sacrifice us all as well?” snapped the Woman in white gown.
“Of course not.”
Wu Shaoyang gave a bizarre laugh. “But if you choose to linger after I activate the Essence Seed to consume all essence energy within this ancestral land... you’ll be swept into that tribulation whether you like it or not.”
“Leave now, while you still can.”
“Hmph!”
The Woman in white gown’s face turned dark as water. Without a moment’s hesitation, she whirled around, dashed out of the Ancient Temple, joining several other Witch Clan disciples as they fled the chaos, speeding away from the ancestral land.
“What about Wu Shaoyang?”
Wu Qinyun appeared.
“He’s trying to refine the Essence Seed,” the Woman in white gown replied urgently.
“He mustn’t.”
Wu Qinyun’s expression darkened. “You go ahead. I’ll stop him.”
The ancestral land was changing; their original plan was untenable.
Furthermore.
Numerous Celestial Lords, even the Dao Ancestor from Heaven’s Secret Pavilion, had now entered the land. If they inadvertently revealed the hiding place of the Witch Master... the situation would become impossibly chaotic.
Deep down, Wu Qinyun leaned towards believing the Witch Master had met with misfortune.
He dared not risk exposing the hidden location.
Boom!
Suddenly.
An earth-shattering detonation erupted from the direction of the Ancient Temple.
Boundless chaotic energy surged violently towards the temple like torrents returning to the sea. Wu Shaoyang revealed his true form, a gigantic figure towering heaven and earth, a presence akin to an ancient deity or demon.
His arrogant, maniacal laughter rang out across the sky and earth.
“Disaster,” Wu Qinyun muttered, his face grim.
“Hahaha...”
Just then, led by the Eternal Celestial Lord, a multitude of Celestial Lords and Great Celestial Lords arrived, already offering their congratulations. “Congratulations to the Witch Clan on welcoming a new Celestial Lord!”
“Congratulations, Daoist brother.”
“Impossible...”
“Impossible!”
At that very instant.
A shrill, terrified scream tore from Wu Shaoyang’s throat.
His physical body was swelling uncontrollably, like an overfilled bladder. Endless streams of chaotic energy transformed into raw essence power, violently flooding his very flesh and bones.
That single seed, containing the Essence Seed, plunged deep into the pupil of his third eye.
Instantly.
The entire essence within Wu Shaoyang’s body surged relentlessly towards that single, vertical eye.
A single thread of mysterious light pulsed within it, growing steadily.
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"Why is this happening?"
The sudden turn of events left Wu Qinyun utterly disconcerted.
"The Master truly has a way of predicting it so accurately," Mu Fanyin thought to herself.
"Ancestor Seven, save me!" Wu Shaoyang's voice was filled with excruciating pain. Every drop of his blood, every wisp of his magical power, was being devoured by the primordial Qi of essence.
Within the vertical eye, mysterious light swirled thickly as an immensely ancient aura permeated the air.
"Shaoyang!"
Gritting his teeth, Wu Qinyun channeled his magic, attempting to forcibly separate Wu Shaoyang from the primordial Qi of essence.
Hum!
His fingertip pressed against Wu Shaoyang's vertical eye, pouring his magic inward.
But the next instant,
Wu Qinyun's expression drastically changed. The moment he touched the vertical eye, an overwhelming force of absorption surged through him, madly devouring his vital essence and magical energy.
He wanted to pull away, but it was already too late.
"This primordial Qi of essence seems specifically designed to counter the Witch Clan," Mu Fanyin stated.
"Is it possible that the Witch Master laid this trap to specifically target his own clan?" Bei Di Xuanwu spoke solemnly, a flicker of fear appearing in his eyes.
If true, it would be terrifying indeed.
"It's less a trap and more of a contingency plan," the Eternal Celestial Lord remarked.
"Huh?"
A surprised exclamation sounded. Ye Li and Feng Wuji arrived at the Ancient Temple with others. Observing the bizarre scene, Ye Li's gaze flickered, "It seems the hiding place of the Witch Master is about to reveal itself."
Feng Wuji's heart clenched.
Boom!
At that precise moment,
Master Sixth of the Witch Clan and Wu Tianyue descended.
"Dao Ancestors of the Witch Clan?" The Eternal Celestial Lord's eyes gleamed slightly, "This gets more interesting by the moment."
"Master Sixth!"
Wu Qinyun's face twisted in agony. In just half an hour, his cultivation had plummeted to the Celestial realm and was still draining away.
Wu Shaoyang lay unconscious, his breath faint as a hair's thread.
"Ancestor Seven, I'll save you!" Wu Tianyue surged her magic power, summoning a treasure artifact. The Great Dao echoed resonantly, yet the moment it manifested, an inexplicable force wiped it away.
Against the power of the primordial Qi of essence, Wu Tianyue's comprehension of the Great Dao was insufficient to resist.
"Tianyue, step back."
Master Sixth's expression was grave. "We cannot save them."
"The essence origin primordial qi is the source of all vital essence, the Witch Master's purest fundamental power. If the essence origin primordial qi malfunctions, the Witch Master must also be flawed."
"The master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion once said, at the ancestral land's end lies the third epoch of disaster soil."
"Thus, once the essence origin primordial qi absorbs sufficient power, the third epoch of disaster soil may reveal its traces."
"To solve the problem, we must find the source."
Master Sixth didn't act recklessly. Steady as a mountain, he understood only by locating the Witch Master could he uncover the root cause of all these changes.
"Daoist friend Mu, you belong to Heaven's Secret Pavilion. Could you reveal to me what exactly has befallen the Witch Master?" Master Sixth voiced his thoughts to Mu Fanyin.
Mu Fanyin replied with detachment, "Daoist friend, are you unfamiliar with the rules of Heaven's Secret Pavilion?"
Hearing this, Master Sixth asked nothing further.
Bang!
Moments later, Wu Shaoyang's physical body violently exploded. The mist of vital essence was completely engulfed by the essence origin primordial qi, and Wu Qinyun too was gradually drained into a desiccated husk.
That wisp of essence origin primordial qi shot towards the world above the ancestral land like a profound beam piercing the heavens.
Boom!
Vigilant eyes tracked its trajectory.
The ancestral land's sky shattered. Space distorted as a bizarre yet vast aura cascaded down. Enveloped by this energy, the cultivation, physical bodies, and primordial spirits of those present began subtly, inexorably transforming.
"My cultivation... is fading?"
Celestial Lord Xinyuan cried out in alarm.
His aura rapidly diminished.
"It's the power of the past!"
A cold dread gripped Eternal Celestial Lord. He instantly channeled his divine arts, mobilized his magic power, and summoned a divine palace. Power of the Great Dao surged violently around him as he sat cross-legged within the hall, resisting the encroaching past.
"Hahaha..."
Abruptly, loud laughter rang out.
Two men tore through the air, arriving instantly.
Qin Huangluo stood shoulder-to-shoulder with a man in a dark, mysterious Taoist robe. Gazing at the temporal rift, Qin Huangluo remarked calmly, "The third epoch of disaster soil finally manifests."
"The third epoch of disaster soil?"
These words echoed.
Utter confusion swept across the faces of many Celestial Lords.
Though powerful Celestial Lords, their level of insight remained restricted. Terms like "world of the Pure Land" or "Old Era of Disaster Soil" were utterly foreign to them.
"Xuan Ancestor?"
Master Sixth fixed his gaze on the man in the dark Taoist robe, his expression darkening. "What is the meaning of this?"
"Daoist friend, within the third epoch of disaster soil lies something I seek. I merely ask for your indulgence," Xuan Ancestor replied with a faint smile. "Rest assured, I desire only the Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn."
"The Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn?"
Master Sixth's eyebrow raised sharply.
Whiz!
The spatial-temporal rift continued to expand.
For cultivators at the Great Celestial Lord and Celestial Lord Realms, they could only perceive swirling chaos, unable to glimpse anything clearer.
They didn’t dare set foot into the third epoch of disaster soil.
After all,
they hadn’t mastered the power of the past. Returning to bygone eras meant losing all their cultivation, likely vanishing into ashes without a trace.
"This is beyond our involvement," proclaimed Eternal Celestial Lord solemnly.
To step onto the Old Era of Disaster Soil required strength at least on par with a Dao Ancestor.
Rumble—!
Within the third epoch of disaster soil, chaos churned violently as threads of disaster power surged through the rift, flooding the Witch Clan’s ancestral land.
At this moment,
the Great Dao fell silent; all laws ceased to exist.
Both Eternal Celestial Lord and Bei Di Xuanwu thought of retreat.
"Go!"
Without hesitation, they soared away from the ancestral land.
"The Witch Master is in grave peril."
Master Sixth’s heart weighed heavily.
This strand of calamity annihilated myriad means, able to corrupt all Daos and divine powers—it was the very force corroding the Witch Clan’s ancestral land.
Even a single wisp could shatter it to ruins.
Yet the third epoch of disaster soil teemed with endless disaster power. One could imagine the terrifying crisis unfolding before the Witch Master.
Celestial Lords gathered their sect disciples one after another and fled.
Only East Sky Azure Dragon and South Emperor Vermilion Bird remained where they stood.
No one spared them a second glance.
Entering the third epoch at the Great Celestial Lord Realm spelled nothing but self-destruction.
"Junior brother, let us proceed!"
Xuan Ancestor laughed heartily as his Dao robe fluttered, enveloping Qin Huangluo beneath its protective aura and his treasures. Together they streaked toward the disaster epoch.
"Tianyue, depart now," Master Sixth commanded solemnly.
"As my master decrees."
Wu Tianyue understood her strength could offer no aid.
Whoosh—!
Master Sixth, too, vanished into the rift of the third epoch of disaster soil.
"Senior, could you bring us inside to take a look?" Ye Li said with a smile.
Mu Fanyin glanced at him coldly. "Aren’t you afraid to die?"
"I am."
Ye Li gave a hehe laugh. "But with you sheltering us, it definitely won’t be a problem."
"This is an existence at the Dao One realm. If it truly perished, that would be truly intriguing," Feng Wuji murmured, eyes blazing with fervor. "If I could unravel even a shred of its mysteries..."
Feng Wuji gradually sank into madness.
The Dao One realm meant immortality. Even the Heavenly Dao struggled to erase such beings.
Yet.
This very type of existence faced a major crisis—that alone was cause enough for Feng Wuji’s frenzy.
"Hide within my Purple Palace," Mu Fanyin ordered. "I will let you glimpse the state inside the disaster soil."
She activated her magic power, drawing the two into her Purple Palace, and flew into the disaster soil of the third epoch.
After Mu Fanyin departed, the East Sky Azure Dragon and the South Emperor Vermilion Bird exchanged a glance, then flew unhurriedly towards the spatial rift as well.
A mysterious light emanated from the two of them.
That power resembled neither the Great Dao nor magic power, nor did it feel like a spiritual ability. It seemed instead like a force born from the primordial spirit, solidified into tangible form.
"Spiritual power..."
Mu Fanyin’s brow furrowed slightly.
She had placed tracking marks on both of them, keenly sensing their every movement.
That particular power was a primal spiritual essence.
In the entire world, only one clan possessed cultivators capable of wielding such a primal spiritual essence, unaffected by disaster power or the forces of time and space, even while still in the Celestial Lord Realm.
The Heaven Clan!
‘Could it be that the East Sky Azure Dragon and the South Emperor Vermilion Bird have pledged allegiance to the Heaven Clan?’ The thought flitted through Mu Fanyin’s mind.
‘No...’
No sooner had the thought formed than she immediately dismissed it.
‘Their primal spiritual essence isn’t merely comparable to that of Heaven Clan cultivators—it matches perfectly. They are the Heaven Clan.’
‘If... if they are Heaven Clan members who annihilated the Azru Dragon and Vermilion Bird’s primordial spirits... who then took possession of their bodies...’
A shiver of profound cold ran down Mu Fanyin’s spine.
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Outside the Witch Clan’s ancestral land.
The night was dusky, with gloom covering the sky.
Streams of light flew out from the ancestral land, and the various grand sovereigns looked terrified, their hearts still trembling with fear.
Looking back, the aura of disaster and calamity from the ancestral land grew increasingly thick.
At this moment, it was gradually spreading from the ancestral land towards the Xuanming Demon Region, decaying the great Dao and turning the world into disaster soil.
That force was more terrifying than the ultimate Dao tribulation.
Had they been any slower, they would have been in peril.
"Bei Di Xuanwu, you see what I said was correct, right?"
The ancestral dragon's eyes were sharp as he said with a smile, "With our level in the Hongmeng Dao Realm, although we are just below a dozen or twenty people, when truly encountering trouble, it is still not enough to rely on."
Therefore, obediently lying low is the proper way.
"I have been taught."
Bei Di Xuanwu sighed.
At this moment, he transformed his disdain for the ancestral dragon into admiration.
As expected of the first dragon in the world, he saw things truly thoroughly.
"If you truly wish to advance further, why not go to Heaven's Secret Pavilion?" the ancestral dragon laughed, "The strength of the master of Heaven's Secret Pavilion is now witnessed by all. Of course, you need to have sufficient treasures."
"Thank you for enlightening me, Daoist brother."
Hope once again shone in Bei Di Xuanwu's gaze.
"Let him go first to test the waters."
The ancestral dragon thought in his heart, "If he truly succeeds, I can also follow his example."
"If he fails, then I have no hope in this life."
Boom!
Suddenly, the void shattered, and a chaotic tide surged violently; at the crest of the tide, a figure stood tall and erect, his body shrouded in chaotic divine light, his appearance unclear.
"Daoist brother."
Seeing the newcomer, the ancestral dragon and Bei Di Xuanwu immediately bowed and said.
The newcomer was precisely the Chaotic Ancient God.
"This matter is probably even bigger than I imagined." the ancestral dragon thought in his heart.
The Chaotic Ancient God spent the entire year in seclusion, paying no heed to worldly affairs.
But the matter of the Witch Clan’s ancestral land made him actively enter the world, clearly involving great stakes and very likely implicating the secrets of the Dao One realm.
Dao One?
Thinking of this, the ancestral dragon's mind greatly trembled.
"Witch Master?"
His mind raced, instantly linking it to the Witch Master.
Among the Dao One powerhouses in the world, the Three Ancient Clans could claim all three aspects of essence, energy, and spirit.
The only one related to the Witch Clan’s ancestral land was the Witch Master.
"So many years have passed, yet only one matter finally proves worthy of this one stepping out to take a stroll..."
A wild, carefree laugh echoed through the world as an overbearing aura swept across the heavens. The Great Dao of heaven and earth was forced to materialize under the pressure of that laughter.
Countless Dao tributaries converged, paving a pathway intertwined with divine patterns. The sound of the Dao rang faintly, welcoming a formidable existence.
"This subordinate respectfully welcomes the return of Emperor Ling!"
"We humbly welcome the Palace Master!"
The Heavenly Venerables and disciples from the Immortal Palace of All Laws lineage knelt to welcome him, their gazes filled with reverence.
This was a living legend.
"Rise."
Upon the celestial path of the Dao, a young man walked with the stride of a dragon and tiger. He wore an imperial crown upon his head, a bright yellow robe draped his form, and an imperial sword hung at his waist. His bearing was confident and commanding, as if overlooking the entire world.
"Chaotic Daoist friend, it’s been many years. You remain as cautious as ever, unwilling to reveal your true face!" Emperor Ling strode forward with hands behind his back, looking down upon the Chaotic Ancient God.
"Too many sneaky types about. Always wise to keep some tricks up one’s sleeve."
The Chaotic Ancient God said lightly.
"This opening of the Old Era of Disaster Soil involves the Witch Master and likely holds the secrets to Ascend to Dao One. I doubt even the Dao Ancestors of the yang realm can sit still."
"How about you and I join forces to pursue this grand affair?"
Emperor Ling laughed robustly.
"If there truly was a secret to Ascend to Dao One, would you truly be willing to share it?" The Chaotic Ancient God replied with a mocking laugh. "Daoist friend, each of us relies on his own skills."
As his voice fell.
The Chaotic Ancient God vanished from his spot.
"No appreciation for favors!"
Emperor Ling said coldly. He took a step forward and had already arrived at the third epoch of disaster soil.
This world brimmed with the power of disaster and calamity.
Space and time manifested in a twisted form, like a swirling river that washed away, corroding all manifestations of the Dao into decay, radiating an eerie, unfathomable aura.
"Quite a crowd gathered."
Emperor Ling said with a light laugh.
Mu Fanyin, Witch Master Sixth, Xuan Ancestor, Qin Huangluo – and now the Chaotic Ancient God and Emperor Ling as well. Within a single day, five top-level powerhouses surpassing even Dao Ancestors had descended.
"Pity it’s not happening within my Heaven's Secret Pavilion."
Ye Li sighed to himself.
If those Dao Ancestors ever sought Heaven's Secret Pavilion, his endeavors could reach even greater heights.
"And why is there a little green worm and a birdie here as well?" Emperor Ling's gaze flickered as he looked towards the East Sky Azure Dragon and the South Emperor Vermilion Bird. A trace of shock flashed deep within his eyes, yet his tone remained haughty and disdainful. "Never faced death before?"
"Is he Emperor Ling?" Ye Li asked.
Mu Fanyin nodded.
"The realm of the Three Yuan Proof was his creation."
Feng Wuji's eyes lit up.
"Then isn't he the strongest Dao Ancestor?"
Mu Fanyin thought for a moment and said, "Theoretically speaking, he is the strongest Dao Ancestor. After all, he has reached the ultimate in the Dao Ancestor Realm."
"He has come this time, likely for the secret of Dao One."
Chaotic Ancient God's gaze also paused on East Sky Azure Dragon and the other person for an instant; his eyes narrowed slightly as he discerned the nature of the two ancestors of the four symbols.
"Apprentice brother, we can't meddle in this matter; let's go seek the Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn."
Xuan Ancestor said sternly.
Among the Dao Ancestors present, his cultivation was among the weaker ones. Once battle broke out, he wouldn't gain any advantage; the probability of his fall was higher.
"Alright."
Qin Huangluo nodded.
Whoosh!
Chaotic Ancient God reached out and grabbed a wisp of the River of Time; in the flowing water, images reflected one after another, from the first era to the third epoch.
Snap!
Suddenly, the images halted abruptly and dissipated like an illusion.
Chaotic Ancient God's pupils contracted.
The River of Time ran through the nine eras of the world of the Pure Land, perfectly carrying the history of the nine eras. This Epoch of Disaster Soil contained the power of Witch Master, but the history could only be traced back to the three epochs.
This meant that Witch Master most likely already perished in the three epochs.
"If he truly perished in the three epochs, then those who could kill him are few and far between," Chaotic Ancient God murmured.
"Dao master, God Sovereign, or perhaps Heaven's Way?"
Emperor Ling looked spirited.
"Witch Master is at the Dao One realm. To kill him, even two Dao Ones might not be able to do it; with the Dao of the yang realm added, it might barely be possible."
"Impossible."
Witch Master Sixth was incredulous, "Witch Master's cultivation is unparalleled; how could he perish?"
The words of Chaotic Ancient God and Emperor Ling caused his Dao heart to crumble.
Witch Master is the supreme deity of the Witch Clan.
From the beginning of heaven and earth, one of the most powerful beings.
Who could kill him?
"At the Dao Ancestor realm, one can traverse the world of the Pure Land. Old Era of Disaster Soil, this is the disaster soil of the three epochs. The power of the River of Time can only be confined within the three epochs."
Mu Fanyin's voice came.
"Moreover, how can you confirm that the Witch Master has perished?"
Mu Fanyin's words reignited hope in the heart of the Witch Master Sixth.
"Dao creates one, one creates two, two creates three..."
Suddenly.
From the depths of the disaster soil, a distant, ethereal sound of the Dao arose, like the murmurings of a deity, expounding the profundity of the great Dao. In an instant, it stunned everyone, igniting a desperate thirst for enlightenment within their hearts.
"It's the Witch Master."
The eyes of the Witch Master Sixth burned fanatically. Like a man possessed, he charged towards the source of the sound.
"How peculiar."
The Chaotic Ancient God frowned.
"So what?" Emperor Ling responded lightly. "Given the state of this disaster soil, even if the Witch Master still lives, he harbors grave issues within himself."
"A living Witch Master is far more useful than a dead one."
"The courage... truly befitting the one who established the realm of Three Yuan Proof. Such boldness is rare, even throughout all ages," Ye Li sighed.
"Whether he's alive or dead, we'll know once we see."
Swoosh!
They traced downstream along the River of Time.
Pictures of the past flickered within the River of Time of the Third Era, strange and magnificent.
"Dao creates one... three creates all things..."
The sound of the Dao echoed, growing ever more grand and majestic.
Its lingering resonance coiled around the disaster soil, dissolving strands of disaster power and giving birth to layer upon layer of wondrous phenomena. Upon the River of Time itself, Dao seeds emerged, taking root and sprouting, blossoming and bearing fruit.
Boundless mysteries of the Dao unfolded before their eyes.
It seemed as if deep within the disaster soil, an ancient preacher was imparting knowledge and teaching the way.
Emperor Ling, the Chaotic Ancient God, and Mu Fanyin all wore a trace of bewilderment in their eyes, intoxicated by the sound of the Dao, drawn onward toward its source.
The East Sky Azure Dragon and the South Emperor Vermilion Bird also manifested their true forms, following behind the group.
Their bodies continuously decayed within the disaster power; pieces of flesh fell off, yet neither of them noticed in the least. They relentlessly rushed towards the end of the Old Era.
"If this truly is the work of the Heaven Clan, why would they expose it so blatantly before everyone?"
Mu Fanyin was utterly baffled.
The state of the East Sky Azure Dragon and the South Emperor Vermilion Bird was simply too bizarre.
It was as if they feared others wouldn't realize they were already puppets.
Rumble!
Right at that moment.
From the very heart of the disaster soil, a tremendous surge of power exploded—as if someone had invoked an epochal treasure. It struck against the River of Time. Divine manifestations shone over the disaster soil, shattering the power of disaster and calamity. The River of Time churned violently.
The sound of the Dao abruptly ceased.
The disaster soil fell into deathly stillness.
A sinister voice, thick with murderous intent, reached their ears.
"Brat, you ruined my great plan... Do you wish to die?"
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Deep in the disaster soil.
Xuan Ancestor held an ancient scroll in his hand. A nine-section golden whip revolved around his body, inscribed with nine divine patterns on its surface; it was truly an epochal treasure.
That scroll concentrated time itself, emanating a hazy aura of time and space; it was the Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn that Xuan Ancestor had fished out from the River of Time.
He gazed with a solemn expression at an enormous figure.
That was an ancient being, bare from the waist up, wrapped in animal hide and exuding a savage aura; its eyes were large and its eyebrows thick, its presence terrifying and sinister.
Upon closer inspection, its body resembled an inflated balloon, with not a trace of essence or lifeblood detectable; it seemed like only skin, devoid of flesh, blood, or primordial spirit.
"Esteemed Witch Master, this junior is the senior disciple of the Primordial Dao God, and I have come solely for the Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn. I humbly beg the Senior to show mercy and allow this small favor?"
Xuan Ancestor dared not be reckless; he spoke respectfully.
"Primordial Dao God?"
The Witch Master sneered, "Just a junior, yet you dare flaunt yourself before me?"
Xuan Ancestor's expression darkened.
"You destroyed my sermon, ruined my grand scheme—I shall kill you today and absorb you into me," the Witch Master cackled eerily, his black hair streaming, his face as ghastly as an evil spirit.
Boom!
He pushed down with his palm; the river of Time and Space surged, and the Witch Master wielded the power of the disaster soil. Heaven and earth fell into extinction; all paths vanished, and the Great Dao perished.
The power of disaster and calamity from the disaster soil specifically suppressed all facets of the Great Dao.
"Since it must be so, this junior must offend," Xuan Ancestor said gravely, his gaze intense. He activated the nine-section golden whip; it clanged sharply, and countless Daos resonated as it met the Witch Master.
Crash!
The Witch Master struck down with one palm; the golden whip was hurled aside, and the power of disaster and calamity flooded into Xuan Ancestor's body. In an instant, he sustained severe injuries and fled swiftly into the river of Time and Space.
"Running away?"
The Witch Master's face was fiendish as a ghost; he swept out an enormous hand and lifted "Xuan Ancestor" from the river. Without a word, he swallowed "Xuan Ancestor" whole into his belly.
Boom!
The next moment, multiple sword lights erupted from the Witch Master's body, riddling him with gaping wounds.
"He truly had no flesh and blood," Xuan Ancestor watched the scene in horror; the Witch Master was left with only skin.
"It hurts so bad!"
The Witch Master screeched in agony, like a fierce ghost; even his eyes bled black fluids, and he howled, "Junior, you injure me—I will devour you!"
"Ancestor!"
A trail of light sped from upstream of the River of Time. Witch Master Sixth stared mournfully at the Witch Master before them. "Ancestor, how could you become like this?"
Even without flesh and blood, Master Sixth could still sense the bloodline connection.
After all, the entire Witch Clan was birthed by the Witch Master; for the Witch Clan, the Witch Master was the creator, the divine dragon.
"Hehehe, another one arrives..." The Witch Master gave a maddened cackle, ignoring Master Sixth's words entirely.
"Your flesh and blood feel familiar, delicious,"
the Witch Master greedily stared at Master Sixth. "Let me taste it!"
"If you eat me, will you come back?"
Master Sixth murmured.
"Yes."
The Witch Master nodded.
"Then eat me." Master Sixth spoke with righteous determination, not a trace of fear or reluctance.
"Daoist friend, you're mad!"
Xuan Ancestor bellowed. "What's here now is just a shell, a mind lost to madness. He is no longer the Witch Master. Don't make this foolish mistake!"
"My clan exists because of the Witch Master; it is only right that we shed our last drop of blood for him." Master Sixth declared passionately.
"Creak... creak..."
The Witch Master opened his maw wide. The power of disaster and calamity churned violently within his form. In one swift motion, he snapped towards Master Sixth, intent on swallowing him whole.
Boom!
In the next instant.
A Chaotic Divine Bell surged forth from the river of Time and Space. The Chaotic Ancient God gripped the bell's handle, his mana surging torrentially. His physical body instantly expanded to infinite proportions. He hefted the Chaotic Divine Bell and smashed it down upon the Witch Master.
Thud!
Caught off guard, the Witch Master was smashed deep into the River of Time by the colossal bell.
"Senior, you are dead already. Are you still not truly extinguished?"
Emperor Ling strode across the surface of the River of Time. His fingers shaped like swords, his Peerless Sword Dao explosively manifested. Sword energy rent through the Witch Master's skin, slicing towards his head.
Crack!
Furious, the Witch Master crushed the sword energy with one hand and hauled himself out of the River of Time.
His body resembled a sieve, the waters of time continuously spilling out from countless holes.
"Halt!"
Master Sixth's expression turned grim. "If you strike again, do not blame this old man for showing no mercy!"
The Chaotic Ancient God and Emperor Ling exchanged a glance.
"Chaotic Divine Millstone!"
The Chaotic Ancient God channelled his mana. The River of Time churned violently. Chaotic energy surged and condensed into an enormous divine millstone that descended with crushing force upon Master Sixth.
In that moment.
Master Sixth's vision was filled entirely by the colossal millstone.
He desperately channelled his techniques. His body surged upward and downward through heaven and earth, straining with monumental effort to hold up the immense divine millstone.
Crumble! Crumble! Crumble!
The divine millstone pressed down. Grand Daos intertwined, relentlessly grinding away Master Sixth's life force and blood energy.
"The situation is far too chaotic."
Mu Fanyin was the last to arrive. She surveyed the Dao Ancestors fighting separately and knit her delicate brows.
"Is that the Witch Master?"
Ye Li hastily asked.
Feng Wuji looked in that direction.
The Witch Master was riddled with holes, his body oozing the power of disaster and calamity. There wasn’t a trace of blood or mana remaining, and his primordial spirit was nowhere to be seen. His state was extremely bizarre.
"If that is the Witch Master, things just got very interesting," said Feng Wuji.
"What do you mean?" Mu Fanyin frowned.
"In my years in the lower realm, striving for transcendence, I was reincarnated tens of thousands of times and conducted much research," Feng Wuji stated solemnly. "I gained profound knowledge of the physical structures of gods, demons, monsters, ghosts, humans, and aberrations."
Ye Li's expression turned odd.
He had forgotten that Feng Wuji was an authority on human experimentation.
"You're implying the Witch Master was also a research subject?" Mu Fanyin frowned, her tone grave. "Or was he dissected?"
"Neither," Feng Wuji shook his head.
"What is it then?" Mu Fanyin asked, displeasure on her face.
"He was likely eaten," Feng Wuji stated coldly.
"Eaten?"
Ye Li felt his hair stand on end. "Impossible!"
Regardless, the Witch Master was one of the most supreme figures in the Hongmeng Dao Realm, undying and imperishable. Even Heaven's way couldn’t obliterate him.
Of course, if the heavenly ways of the yin and yang realms merged into one, it might be possible.
But currently, the yin and yang realms were separate—such a possibility did not exist.
"Continue," Mu Fanyin instructed.
She suddenly realized bringing Feng Wuji along this time was indeed a wise decision.
"The Master really is farsighted," Mu Fanyin admired.
"Senior, it’s just conjecture," said Feng Wuji.
His cultivation level was too low; he could only guess at the Witch Master's condition based on his past experience.
Mu Fanyin nodded. "I know."
"With your cultivation level, seeing the truth would be impossible anyway."
"..."
Feng Wuji remained impassive. "The Witch Master probably has only his hide left. His actions are driven by obsession. Most of his memories likely vanished when his primordial spirit was consumed."
"But if we can soothe him, we might be able to extract some information."
"Impressive," Ye Li praised.
Feng Wuji's analysis was thorough and logical. If Ye Li didn't know Feng Wuji's background, he might have suspected Feng Wuji was responsible.
After all, he was certainly capable of such a thing.
"You seem so familiar with it. Have you ever eaten someone like that before?" Mu Fanyin asked with a knowing smile.
"Eating people is too crude, utterly unrefined," Feng Wuji said gravely. "I only enjoy dissection for research."
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Bang!
On the River of Time, the Chaotic Ancient God forcibly suppressed Master Sixth as Emperor Ling smiled wantonly, gripped the imperial sword at his waist with one hand—a clang rang out—and sword light froze the disaster soil.
Swish!
This sword spanned an epoch, its sharpness unparalleled.
On the sword's surface, the figure of the human-skin Witch Master was mirrored—his flaws, vulnerabilities, and weaknesses all surfaced in Emperor Ling's mind, making his attack incredibly sharp.
“Chaotic Ancient God, the clan leader will arrive soon. How dare you attack the Witch Master! To the ends of the earth, my clan will hunt you down with their lives!” Master Sixth roared.
His muscles bulged, blood vessels like dragons and snakes, bones rumbling like thunder, vital energy as vast as chaos—he exerted his full strength to blast away the chaos grinder and charged towards Emperor Ling.
Thump!
A beast-skin drum appeared in Master Sixth's hands; totems danced wildly, streaks of witch patterns branded onto his skin—his aura surged rapidly, and he delivered a world-shaking punch, striking straight at the heart.
The Witch Clan cultivated their physical bodies; their attacks were simple and crude, yet shockingly powerful.
Emperor Ling frowned.
With one hand forming a seal, he moved to confront Master Sixth.
Rumble!
Horrible brute force erupted, shattering Emperor Ling's divine abilities like rotten wood—he crashed into the River of Time, splashing up waves.
“Hehehe...”
But at that instant.
The Witch Master bared his fangs and, seizing the moment Master Sixth's vital energy surged, swallowed him whole in one gulp.
Instantly.
A strange power seeped from the Witch Master's body, enveloping Master Sixth—Master Sixth's bloodline dissolved bit by bit, and massive essence flowed into the Witch Master's form.
His human skin billowed out again—the ruptures mended—and his aura soared sharply.
“Sigh...”
Xuan Ancestor shook his head and sighed—Master Sixth was foolishly loyal; this human-skin Witch Master was clearly not the true Witch Master, more akin to an evil thought of his.
“Not worth it...” He felt it was pointless for Master Sixth.
“Junior brother, leave the Witch Master to them. I'll help you ascend to Dao Ancestor,” Xuan Ancestor said solemnly.
“Ascending to Dao Ancestor in disaster soil?”
In the Purple Palace world, Qin Huangluo exclaimed in surprise.
“Mm.”
Xuan Ancestor nodded and said, “I've already notified the master. He's likely watching the third epoch of disaster soil. With him overseeing this, you'll be fine.”
“The Dao Ancestor Realm traverses past and present. What's wrong with achieving it in the past?”
“Hahaha...”
Qin Huangluo laughed heartily, “Then, senior brother, I count on you to guard me.”
He flew out of Xuan Ancestor's Purple Palace.
Swish!
The Ancient Scrolls of Spring and Autumn flew toward Qin Huangluo. As the scrolls slowly unfurled, strands of wondrous time power blossomed forth, causing ripples to spread across the River of Time.
Qin Huangluo's gaze settled upon the scrolls, which reflected scenes from his entire life like a treasure
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