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​
For some reason, as Wei Long flew onward, the bad feeling in his heart grew stronger and stronger. It really seemed just as Little Toad had said: there was indeed an Essence of Metal here, but it was dying, already on the brink of fading away. And Little Toad, standing on Wei Long's shoulder, also seemed to show a trace of seriousness, urging Wei Long: "Big brother, faster, faster! Even faster!"
Wei Long's Heaven-Man Resonance also sensed it at the same time. Ahead, at that towering, cloud-piercing peak, a being born of heaven and earth was about to perish, to completely vanish from this world. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of sorrow within. As he flew, his hands formed seals. The Five-Element Thunder Drakes transformed into five streaks of lightning swirling around him, and Wei Long's figure simultaneously turned into a flash of thunder, vanishing instantly at the horizon.
Little Toad followed closely behind, its speed not at all inferior to Wei Long's speed enhanced by the Five-Element Thunder Drakes. The mountain looked close but took forever to reach. That towering, cloud-reaching peak seemed right before him, but the Thunder Evasion Wei Long employed was fast enough to cover one hundred and eighty thousand miles in an instant. This explosive escape method even somewhat exceeded the limits of Wei Long's physical body to bear.
With the Five-Element Thunder Drakes boosting his thunder techniques, but lacking the protection and speed of other, more costly escape arts, he flew for half an hour. The pillar-like mountain still seemed before him but remained unreachable. Wei Long recalled the Five-Element Thunder Drakes and gave a forceful shout: "Divine ability! Golden Light Flight!" A golden bridge appeared beneath Wei Long's feet, then seemed to extend infinitely forward, carrying Wei Long onward in flight.
Over two hundred thousand miles in an instant, and the speed was still climbing continuously. The True Essence within him drained away like flowing water. Wei Long's expression was grave, his mind pulsing incessantly. Faster, just a bit faster, they would be there soon!
After more than an hour, a golden bridge extended from the horizon, instantly linking with that mountain peak. Simultaneously, Wei Long's figure appeared at the base of the mountain. Seeing it up close, he realized how immense this mountain was. Its waist alone was millions of miles thick, and its height was unknowable. Even after piercing the cloud layer, it thrust straight up into the void above, its peak completely out of sight.
Little Toad arrived right after Wei Long and, without waiting for Wei Long to speak, flew directly to a spot on the right. Half an hour later, at the mountain's base, they came upon a place utterly devoid of life. A vein of mithril ore stretching over a hundred thousand miles now appeared drained of life. The mithril within these high-purity veins had become like scrap iron, even worse than scrap, like a corpse awaiting decay after losing its life.
Upon entering this area, Wei Long could even sense feelings of sorrow and grief emanating from these mithril veins below. For over a hundred thousand miles, not a blade of grass grew, a lifeless dead zone. Wei Long's mind raced even faster. He followed closely behind Little Toad. In less time than it takes an incense stick to burn, Little Toad suddenly flew into a narrow cave opening.
As Wei Long prepared to break open the small opening to follow, Little Toad's voice suddenly sounded in his ear: "Big brother, wait here. Don't disturb the surrounding sacrificial offerings..."
Before Wei Long fully understood, his body had already reflexively stopped. He spread out his Divine Sense, feeling the desolate, mournful emotions emanating from the decayed mithril waste around him. His heart suddenly jolted violently: "Sacrificial offerings... this is..." Wei Long suddenly recalled a saying: all metals, mineral veins, mountains, and stones have their own life and soul. Artifact forging is about strengthening those souls, refining their lives to brilliance. Only a vessel containing a soul can be considered a true vessel!
And the decayed mithril beneath his feet had lost its life and soul, the soul that ordinary people couldn't see. It was because of these things that metals and stones could develop sentience. Sacrifice... he saw sacrifice again. Without any heart-stirring spectacle, it was deeply and silently presented before Wei Long, weighing heavily on his heart.
After a moment, Little Toad slowly flew out from the small opening. A faint, gentle light from its chubby little paws formed a halo. On that halo, a translucent figure only the size of a thumb curled up like a fetus, deep in sleep. But seeing its form continuously dispersing, its body growing more and more transparent, Wei Long finally understood why.
The Essence of Metal! The awareness and sentience of the Essence of Metal! But it had lost its body. Like an undeveloped fetus separated from its mother's nourishment, it was constantly fading, its vitality ebbing away. And the hundred-thousand-mile mithril vein beneath their feet had willingly sacrificed its life and soul to sustain the awareness and sentience of this Essence of Metal, forcing itself into slumber to slow the consumption.
But from the figure's constant flickering transparency and its shrinking size, Wei Long could tell the sentience and awareness of this Essence of Metal were on the verge of extinction. Little Toad stared at Wei Long with wide eyes. Wei Long didn't hesitate for a moment. He turned his hand, and a Moon Soul Silver Elixir appeared in his palm. Then, with a surge of True Essence, he transformed the elixir into wisps of silvery-white liquid, dripping it drop by drop onto the thumb-sized being.
He continuously diluted it, reducing the potency of the Moon Soul Silver Elixir to the minimum so the little being could absorb it. At this point, even a trace of Little Toad's Moon Soul Essence might instantly burst this little creature. Only Wei Long's refined Moon Soul Silver Elixir, milder and more stable, diluted to the minimum, could be absorbed by it. Three days later, the tiny thumb-sized being's body finally stopped shrinking and flickering, at least stabilized.
Wei Long hesitated briefly, then flicked his hand. A pile of various metal forging materials covering roughly a square mile appeared before them. In the next moment, the mithril vein beneath their feet suddenly transmitted a will of bitter reluctance, a will like grasping the last lifeline. It made these decayed mithril veins suddenly erupt with a massive surge of vitality.
And the metal ores and forging materials Wei Long had tossed out all trembled slightly. Wisp after wisp of invisible, intangible, and extremely fine forces flew out from those metal materials, then all disappeared into the body of the still-sleeping little being. The little being's eyes twitched slightly, and its body was no longer semi-transparent, becoming like a crystalline thumb-sized doll. Shortly after, the vast array of high-grade, rare metal forging materials Wei Long had scattered, covering about a square mile, collapsed with a crash into a heap of decayed scrap iron.
And the metal doll slowly opened its eyes. Struggling, the thumb-sized being supported by the faint light between Little Toad's claws sat up. Its gaze fell upon the surrounding mithril veins that had turned dark and decayed. Every inch of the hundred-thousand-mile mithril area had turned to waste. A trace of sadness appeared in the little being's eyes, sorrow as if watching all its people sacrificed.
Then it turned to look at Little Toad, speaking in a metallic, grating voice: "Sacred beast of the Lunar Clan, thank you! I remember seeing you when I first gained sentience..." Little Toad gently nodded and softly said, "Don't speak. How did you end up like this? And... how did this place become like this?"
The thumb-sized being shook its head. "I don't know. When I awoke from sleep, I saw someone had breached this place, taken my body, and tried to refine my awareness. I happened upon this mithril vein and escaped. But I haven't fully materialized yet; I cannot leave my body... How did you become like this?"
A flicker of confusion passed through Little Toad's eyes. "I've only recovered some memories. The Lunar Clan's homeland was destroyed, and I died. I only remember being cast into reincarnation by the Lunar Goddess. Meeting my big brother again allowed me to recover this quickly to this point. Do you remember who took your body?"
At this, the thumb-sized being radiated a bone-chilling, razor-sharp killing intent. Its voice became like the clamor of clashing weapons and galloping horses: "A traitor! A traitor of the Human Race! Reeking with the foul stench of the Devil Race!" After saying this, the thumb-sized being seemed extremely weak, collapsing onto the halo conjured by Little Toad, drained of strength. Then it turned and nodded to Wei Long, its mouth moving but no sound reaching him: "Descendant of Celestial Beings, you..."
Before finishing its sentence, it fell back into slumber. Wei Long's expression darkened. He had found the Essence of Metal. He only knew that sentience develops very slowly in the Essence of Metal. This incubation process could sometimes last so long that a Small Thousand World might be destroyed and reborn several times before completion. But the final materialization was very fast. Clearly, this being had gained sentience long ago. Unfortunately, just as it was about to materialize recently, someone took its body.
Although Wei Long had long harbored doubts about Little Toad's identity, he didn't wish to voice them. Sincerity toward him was enough; not everything needed thorough investigation. And this was precisely what Little Toad valued most about Wei Long. Seeing the thumb-sized Essence of Metal fall back into sleep, Little Toad looked at Wei Long with pleading eyes. Wei Long, with a grim face, nodded and said, "Don't worry, I'll trace its body as quickly as possible. For now, we must first stabilize its Spirit Stone and sentience. Otherwise, retrieving its body would be useless."
In a flash, he returned to the Qiankun Continent. Wei Long placed the thumb-sized Essence of Metal not far from that giant tree, then summoned Little Ginseng Spirit, Jade Lamb, and Little Huoyun. Following the cycle of the five elements, he constructed a small five-element formation. He used the vitality, similarly of elemental essence, converted by the other three little beings to sustain the Essence of Metal. While absorbing various metal ores would be the fastest method, the difference compared to the Essence of Metal's own body was not something the gap between heaven and earth could compare to. They could only sustain it like this for now and find its body as quickly as possible.
Wei Long left behind all the Moon Soul Silver Elixirs he had refined below the third refinement, entrusting Little Toad to care for them, dissolving those elixirs to nourish the Essence of Metal's awareness. Wei Long flashed out of the Qiankun Continent, his mood extremely foul. The nature of the Essence of Metal was generally determined during its materialization stage. And now, from the little being's thick killing intent, Wei Long could clearly sense that its bloodlust was terrifyingly strong.
Metal corresponds to the west, and the metal element inherently governs slaughter. Whoever broke in here and stole the Golden Source Embryo—the body of the Essence of Metal—had stirred resentment within it. If not for the hundred-thousand-mile mithril vein sacrificing itself to delay the Essence of Metal's demise, and if Little Toad hadn't been present again, Wei Long truly didn't know if this being, which was certain to develop into a murderous demon, could be reined in.
Fortunately, its disposition wasn't fixed yet. Otherwise, Wei Long wasn't sure if he would keep such a being filled with nothing but resentment and killing intent, a potential calamity. Because of this, he hated that reckless individual even more intensely. Didn't that fool know the consequences if the Essence of Metal materialized filled entirely with resentment and killing intent? An invincible being, controlling all things under heaven belonging to the metal element among the five elements. Upon materialization, it would rival a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal. And with its billions of years of accumulated foundation erupting, its advancement speed would chill the hearts of all living beings.
Finding the Essence of Metal could be considered a success. Unfortunately, what they found was an Essence of Metal that hadn't even materialized and was on the verge of fading. Wei Long had no heart left to explore anything here. He left a spatial mark, created by the giant tree's roots from within the Qiankun Continent, in a remote corner, then flashed back to the Qiankun Continent. Earlier, before entering this place, Wei Long had deployed the Ten Absolute Formation outside. It couldn't be used here. Outside, he had expanded the Diagram of the Ten Absolute Arrays to a size of ten zhang, guarding the spatial passage he had left as a contingency.
After leaving from the edge of the Qiankun Continent, Wei Long marveled at how fast the Qiankun Continent was developing. The sky rose three chi higher each day; the earth grew three chi thicker each day. But after leaving these ruins and emerging from the spatial passage guarded by the Diagram of the Ten Absolute Arrays, Wei Long discovered a pale-faced young man with a trace of confusion in his eyes within the Ten Absolute Formation. The formation autonomously manifested attacks. Over such a long time, it could definitely wear down and kill a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal. Yet this young man always managed to drift away the instant an attack was about to hit him.
Indiscriminate attacks were useless! The moment Wei Long appeared, the young man instantly broke through the spatial barriers of the Ten Absolute Formation and appeared beside Wei Long. Wei Long felt a chill in his heart, instantly splitting into ten mirror-image clones, preparing to activate the Ten Absolute Formation to its maximum power. But then he suddenly stopped. In his perception, this young man held no malice, not even a trace of emotion detectable. His Heaven-Man Resonance gave no warning.
The young man glanced at the ten mirror-image clones Wei Long had created and said casually, "Mirror-image clones? Huh, how do I know these? You definitely know who I am, right? Tell me quickly. How do I know about the Human Emperor, how do I know the Human Emperor died, and how do I know about mirror-image clones? You must know!"
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Wei Long’s heart thumped once, but he immediately withdrew the mirrored clones he had split off. The words of this dazed young man exploded like thunder in Wei Long’s ears. How did this person know the Human Emperor had fallen? He must be an ancient being from countless years ago. He ignored the annihilating attacks of the Ten Absolute Formation, and even the spatial barrier that the formation itself called its space could barely hinder him.
Wei Long’s mind raced. This young man seemed to have lost many memories, entirely different from the lunatic sealed in the Twelve Great Seals of Daluo who had suppressed all of his mind and spirit. Wei Long could not sense any emotion from this guy. He even felt like this person’s inner self was just an empty hole, nothing—no heart, no memory, like a blank sheet of paper. It was as if everything before had been completely erased by some force.
After staring at the young man for a while, Wei Long suddenly had an absurd feeling. He looked very familiar, as if seen somewhere before, and the impression was very deep. Yet, he just could not remember who it was. Whenever Wei Long tried to recall, the feeling gradually faded; when he did not try, it resurfaced.
Seeing Wei Long silent, the young man pointed at the hastily constructed spatial tunnel behind Wei Long and murmured, “A spatial tunnel. Why does this aura feel so familiar? This is the Green Emperor’s aura. The Green Emperor... Who is the Green Emperor? You must know, right? Why can’t I enter...” As he spoke, the young man instantly appeared behind Wei Long, reaching a hand into the spatial tunnel.
Wei Long’s heart pounded incessantly. At this moment, the land of the Qiankun Continent was already over a million miles thick. Except for Wei Long, its master, or those protected by him, anyone entering through this spatial tunnel would have to withstand the pressure of the entire Qiankun Continent’s landmass—the world-crushing force of a whole continent. Even a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal-level immortal, demonkin, or member of the Demon Race, even a practitioner of Body Refinement, would be instantly crushed by this immense power—absolute force that could grind even a soul to dust.
Wei Long was also extremely conflicted. Who was this young man with unknown origins and unfathomable strength? This unpredictable fellow—if he entered that spatial tunnel, even if he could not be crushed to death, with Wei Long’s home advantage and the giant tree that was 93% refined, Wei Long was confident he could wear down and kill even an opponent above the twentieth heaven of Luo Tian Upper Immortal at the bottom of the Qiankun Continent.
Yet, another feeling persisted in his heart: this young man was important. Although Wei Long could tell his body was forcibly condensed by some power—extremely heavy with Yin Qi, most likely extreme Yin Qi—he could not help but feel compelled to warn him when danger loomed. Sighing inwardly, Wei Long spoke up, “You are a person!”
“This guy couldn’t possibly be human,” he thought, with no human body or human emotions. At that moment, Wei Long truly could not think of any way to deceive him. He simply did not know who this guy was. The young man froze upon hearing this, withdrawing the hand that had not yet stepped into the spatial tunnel. Wei Long sighed inwardly, still following his most fundamental instinct, he had warned him.
The young man slowly turned his head, eyes filled with intense confusion but occasionally flashing with clarity. An idea struck Wei Long, and he retracted the spatial tunnel formed by the giant tree’s roots. The tunnel behind him disappeared, yet the young man seemed oblivious, constantly muttering, “I am a person? Is my name really Ren? Hmm, person... I am a person...”
For some reason, the words Wei Long had blurted out in desperation seemed to open a door. The confusion in the young man’s eyes faded, and clarity grew stronger. Moments later, the pale-faced young man suddenly threw his head back and laughed wildly, “Haha, person... How many years... how many years has it been...”
He laughed for a good while before lowering his head to look at his own body, murmuring to himself, “Extreme Yin Qi, and Netherworld Energy... How did this body end up like this? But that’s just right. This body is perfect for a trip to the Netherworld...”
After saying this, the young man glanced lightly at Wei Long. A chill ran through Wei Long, as if that plain gaze had seen right through him. However, his expression remained unchanged. Although he could not sense any emotion from the young man, and his Heaven-Man Resonance gave no warning, he was secretly on guard. The young man spoke with a hint of melancholy, “To think over a million years have already passed... Young man, just remember: you are a person! I’ll leave these things to you!”
With that, he pointed a finger at the center of his own forehead. An overwhelming, soul-crushing pressure emanated from his brow. Nine beams of golden light transformed into nine five-clawed golden dragons that roared as they shot out from the young man’s forehead. The ten-thousand-zhang-long five-clawed golden dragons formed a “Nine Dragons Paying Homage” formation, encircling the young man. Wei Long, standing in place, was pushed back continuously by the sheer force. The pressure, weighing directly on his soul’s depths, even gave Wei Long the feeling of a commoner beholding the supreme sovereign.
Looking at the nine ten-thousand-zhang-long five-clawed golden dragons, four words instantly flashed in Wei Long’s mind: “Human Emperor’s Fortune!”
The young man said calmly, “People are ignorant. The Human Emperor’s Fortune is a tangible substance formed from his great public virtue, intertwined with the Human Race’s Power of Vow, and condensed by the Human Emperor’s own will. Only the Human Emperor himself can unleash its true power, and without the method personally bestowed by the Human Emperor, no one can do so. Forcibly seizing it will only bring immeasurable backlash—that is the true might of the Human Emperor’s Fortune. Watch carefully!”
As he spoke, the young man pointed a finger towards the sky. Wei Long felt as if the surrounding space was about to collapse. Horrified, he quickly withdrew the Ten Absolute Formation. At the very moment the formation was retracted, the nine ten-thousand-zhang-long five-clawed golden dragons soared into the sky, their bodies swelling tenfold, becoming a hundred thousand zhang long. The nine dragons let out a simultaneous dragon roar. In that instant, within a radius of hundreds of millions of miles, all living beings seemed to witness the sovereign’s arrival. All humans prostrated on the ground, and hundreds of millions of beasts also lay down. Each creature’s eyes held only serenity, none showing fear.
Even some masters who had lived for over a million years knelt on the ground, wailing loudly, “The Human Emperor! It’s the Human Emperor! ‘All Beasts Pay Homage to Azure,’ the five-clawed golden dragons!”
Wei Long, being the closest, felt the dragon roar that didn’t seem loud transform into a violent storm, relentlessly assaulting his soul. The more he resisted, the stronger the force became. His Primordial Spirit felt like a tiny boat in a tempest. The next moment, the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal flew out on its own, floating before Wei Long, and the sound waves turned into ordinary dragon roars.
After coming to his senses, Wei Long realized he had been blasted tens of thousands of miles away. Just the aura and pressure alone had left him utterly helpless. In the sky, the nine hundred-thousand-zhang-long five-clawed golden dragons danced wildly. The next moment, the golden dragons turned into beams of golden light and vanished. The young man’s figure instantly appeared before Wei Long.
Then, the young man lightly pointed at the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal floating in front of Wei Long. The nine golden beams of light merged into the seal and disappeared. Looking at Wei Long’s Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal, a flicker of complexity passed through the young man’s eyes. He said, “These nine strands of Human Emperor’s Fortune are entrusted to you. The Human Emperor has fallen, and this fortune is the key. The alien races will never allow the Human Emperor’s Fortune to reunite. Unless absolutely necessary, you’d better not summon it. Remember!”
With that, he turned to leave, but paused briefly. With a wave of his hand, a stream of light shot into Wei Long’s forehead. The young man’s voice trailed slowly, “These are the nine methods to control the Human Emperor’s Fortune. Comprehend them well. And... don’t die...”
Having inexplicably collected nine more strands of Human Emperor’s Fortune, Wei Long now had a total of fifty-four strands. Within the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal, that blurry-faced figure had begun to show signs of materialization, and the seal’s power had subtly grown stronger. But what the hell was all this about?
Wei Long was utterly baffled. Why had this guy used a manifesting technique just now? Being inexplicably burdened with this heavy responsibility without knowing why or understanding the specifics—anyone would feel rebellious. Suppressing the inexplicable anger in his heart, Wei Long called out loudly, “May I ask for your esteemed title, senior? Why did you give these to me?”
The young man turned his head, wearing a playful and sinister smile. He said softly, “You’d better hide. Next, you can watch a good show for free! You may call me Ren Gui.” After saying this, the young man flew high into the sky. Instantly, he split into over a hundred afterimages in the air. Each afterimage continuously formed hand seals, striking them towards the void.
In less than ten breaths, the air grew heavy and oppressive. A thought crossed Wei Long’s mind, and the Ten Absolute Formation sank underground, connecting with the Earth Vein Qi for a million miles. It formed an independent space about ten zhang in size, enveloping Wei Long. Moments later, Wei Long felt the sky suddenly darken. A sinister, pitch-black vortex appeared in the sky, and a withered giant claw with sharp black nails extended from the vortex.
The young man’s expression instantly shifted from indifference to livid fury. “The Corpse Soul Dao! It’s you all! You’re seeking death! Hah, in just over a million years, even the Corpse Soul Dao has betrayed us! Fine, fine, very good!” By the end, Ren Gui’s killing intent transformed into whirlwinds that swept across, causing the temperature within a hundred-thousand-mile radius to plummet rapidly. Pale gray-black snowflakes began to drift down.
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A vast murderous aura swept through, changing the weather across a hundred thousand miles. Gray-black snowflakes devoid of all life drifted down. All things withered, and heaven and earth fell silent. Even within the self-contained space of the Ten Absolute Formation, Wei Long felt a sense of doom, as if waiting for his own execution. This murderous intent was terrifying. Compared to the one emanating from this being, Wei Long's own killing intent was like a candle flame against the bright moon.
Watching a dry, withered arm as thick as a hundred zhang extend from the vortex, Ren Gui reached out and grasped the empty air. That immense murderous aura reversed course and was instantly sucked back into his right palm. Within his grasp, a simple, ancient sword of ashen-white color, devoid of any trace of vitality, appeared. The giant, dried claw seemed to sense something and retracted with a speed completely at odds with its initial emergence.
It appeared to be deeply fearful of Ren Gui. But Ren Gui was even faster. His form seemed weightless as he instantly caught up to the giant claw. With an extremely simple downward slash of his gray-black sword, ripples spread out following the blade. Space itself trembled, the power already exceeding the limits this space could bear!
In the blink of an eye, space vibrated millions of times. Before the sword even made contact, the dry giant claw shattered piece by piece into fine dust. Without pause, Ren Gui brought his sword down with an unstoppable, indestructible force. A gray-black crescent blade shot forth from the sword, instantly shattering the hundred-zhang-thick dried hand, then continued unabated into the pitch-black vortex.
From the other side, a shrill, terrified scream rang out, but it was abruptly cut short. The sound could even pierce through space, directly penetrating the spatial barrier of the Ten Absolute Formation to reach Wei Long's ears. Wei Long was shocked. How powerful was that monster! But what astonished Wei Long even more was Ren Gui's strength. Bare-handed, he had opened a temporary Netherworld Passage in a place where no such passage existed.
And now, even separated by a Netherworld Passage, he could slay with a single sword strike a monster whose arm alone was a hundred zhang thick. After that one sword, the Netherworld Passage showed signs of collapsing. Ren Gui's face turned ashen. He flashed and disappeared into the Netherworld Passage. The next moment, the temporarily opened passage collapsed and vanished without a trace.
Opening a Netherworld Passage bare-handed, one that could even be seen and sensed with the naked eye—this was different from Wei Long's previous entry into the Netherworld, which had merely used an existing true passage. This was forcefully punching through the barrier between two realms and forming a stable spatial passage. The difference was beyond measure.
With the Netherworld Passage gone, Wei Long sensed that some experts had finally detected the earlier disturbances and were arriving. He did not want to explain anything to these people. He retracted the Ten Absolute Formation and used the Earth Escape technique to travel thousands of zhang underground, heading towards Southern Dipper City. Not long after Wei Long left, eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals, each above the 20th Heaven level, appeared. The eight continuously probed the residual aura in the air.
A short while later, one of the Luo Tian Upper Immortals, a fair-skinned man with no beard, spoke. "Let's go. How could the Human Emperor's actions be something we can fathom? There are traces of Netherworld energy here. It seems the Human Emperor opened a Netherworld Passage just now, and there's even a hint of a Netherworld creature's aura. That terrifying murderous intent earlier must have been released by this Netherworld creature!"
The other Luo Tian Upper Immortals seemed to hold great trust in this fair-skinned one. They nodded in unison. Another person said, "Boss, the Human Emperor's appearance is ultimately good news. The Human Emperor hasn't been seen for over a million years. We don't know why this time, but that's not our concern. The Demon Avatar from the Starry Immortal Realm is what we must deal with!"
The beardless Luo Tian Upper Immortal nodded, a trace of gravity between his brows. "Stay alert. Soaring Cloud Province is considered deep within Human Race territory. This time, the thirty-six Inspectors and seventy-two Rovers established by the Great Wind Battalion in Soaring Cloud Province were completely wiped out. Their commander, a Luo Tian Upper Immortal of the 3rd Heaven, also fell. Clearly, our intelligence was wrong. That Demon Avatar is not merely at the Demon General level. It might be a wounded low-level Demon Monarch!"
At this, another Luo Tian Upper Immortal, who looked like a sixteen or seventeen-year-old youth, laughed. "That shouldn't be the case. If it were a Demon Monarch from the Demonic Realm, even the lowest-ranking one wouldn't engage in slaughtering mortals. Not a single immortal city has been attacked. The opponent definitely isn't a Demon Monarch!"
...
Returning to Southern Dipper City, Wei Long silently returned to his room in the inn. The protective formation was still intact. Although Wei Long hadn't actually spent a day here, no one in Southern Dipper City dared to break in. He walked out the door. The light of his Primordial Spirit slowly expanded. Divine Light Illumination shone upon everything! Silently spreading, it enveloped all of Southern Dipper City except for the area where the city lord's mansion was located.
This intangible light was extremely subtle. Unless it was another Luo Tian Upper Immortal who had comprehended this same profundity, basically no Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal could detect the divine light Wei Long was spreading. Wei Long clearly knew that all the Luo Tian Upper Immortals within Southern Dipper City had likely gone out to investigate the anomaly. The only place that might still house a Luo Tian Upper Immortal was the city lord's mansion. Wei Long controlled the divine light to bypass the mansion.
He covered the rest of the area, searching for information! He had found the Essence of Metal, but it was an Essence of Metal spirit on the verge of fading away. Its true body had already vanished. Before the Essence of Metal takes form, the true body is like a placenta. Losing it means death! Wei Long had to quickly find a Golden Source Embryo for it. Otherwise, even with the combined efforts of the other four little ones to delay, there wasn't much time left.
Sitting near the window in the tavern, Wei Long remained there for seven full days, yet no one dared to disturb him. After all, on his first day in Southern Dipper City, Wei Long had instantly killed a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal. With such a feat, everyone remembered his face. Forget sitting here for seven days, even if he sat for seven years, the owner would be thrilled. With Wei Long sitting here, anyone who thought about causing trouble in recent days shriveled up like a wilted eggplant.
That particularly ill-tempered Mystic Immortal was staying at this very inn. It was a living advertisement. If someone with such a terrible temper, who casually killed Nine Heavens Mystic Immortals, was satisfied here, didn't that speak for itself? The wine here was good enough, the service good enough. Otherwise, why would this lethal star choose this place over others, and never once stir up trouble?
Under the Divine Light Illumination, all of this was clearly reflected in Wei Long's mind. He simply smiled, not caring. However, some conversations among the people of Southern Dipper City caught his attention. Southern Dipper City's guard, Duan Tianming, had vanished. News of the Demon Berserker appearing in Soaring Cloud Province spread wider and wider. At first, people didn't pay much attention. The other party was only slaughtering mortal cities. But when the Great Wind Battalion's thirty-six Inspectors and seventy-two Rovers, including a Luo Tian Upper Immortal level commander, all perished while trying to stop the Demon Berserker, the news began to spread rapidly.
Wei Long also learned from some informed individuals what the Great Wind Battalion truly was. The Great Wind Battalion, guardians of the Human Race's stronghold in the Southern Wasteland, also held the authority to patrol and inspect the Thirty-Eight Southern Wildlands Provinces. It was the most visible of the Human Race's hidden forces. The lowest ranks were Inspectors and Rovers, each with nine levels. Above them were Commanders, and above those, were Marshalls.
Any Commander was at least a Luo Tian Upper Immortal level expert. Marshalls were also Luo Tian Upper Immortal level in cultivation, but all were above the 30th Heaven. They were known by another title: Titled Immortal Lords!
Of the thirty-six Titled Immortal Lords of the Southern Wasteland, thirty had the hidden identity of Great Wind Battalion Marshalls. The remaining six were also formidable individuals who had attained the Dao. The strongest among them had reached the 33rd Great Luo Heaven level within the Luo Tian Upper Immortal realm. However, there were always exceptions. Those with special contributions or unique talents were treated differently. For example, within the Great Wind Battalion, Formation Masters, Alchemists, Artifact Masters, and Talisman Masters, though not in charge of combat forces, held very high titles.
With Wei Long's level, any one of the four great auxiliary paths could easily earn him a Marshall title within the Great Wind Battalion. Wei Long had merely come across this information incidentally. His main focus was searching for news of the Golden Source Embryo. But for seven whole days, in Southern Dipper City, the closest city to the ruins, not a single person's conversation touched on the Golden Source Embryo, not even a little.
Instead, they either discussed the appearance of the five-clawed golden dragon or talked about the Demon Berserker, and even the eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals above the 20th Heaven who had jointly hunted it. Wei Long's previous feat of instantly killing a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal was no longer mentioned. For most immortals, Luo Tian Upper Immortals were already a distant, unreachable existence, let alone eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals above the 20th Heaven.
As time passed, more news about the Demon Berserker emerged. It had hidden in an immortal city. It was finally discovered and went on a rampage, even escaping before the eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals arrived. The reason it was discovered was because it wielded a golden, dazzling great weapon that looked like it was made of gold, which people mocked. After it attacked, it was exposed. The power of that golden great weapon made everyone remember it.
Hearing this, Wei Long finally understood. Why wasn't the Demon Berserker strong before, yet could kill so many? Golden Source Embryo! It must be a Golden Source Embryo! A Golden Source Embryo forged into a weapon would be indestructible, able to pierce anything. Without knowing this, whoever faced it would die!
But at this moment, Wei Long heard another piece of bad news. The Demon Berserker had fled towards the direction of the Demonic Realm's Reverse Passage...
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The person he had been searching for, the one who had snatched the Essence of Metal, the Golden Source Embryo, turned out to be the Demon Berserker he had been overlooking all along. That elusive figure, often slaughtering mortals, wielded a Golden Warblade that could cut through anything and destroy all matter. This warblade was the Golden Source Embryo transformed. Unlike other supreme metals, the Golden Source Embryo was not purely rigid and hard. Instead, it was the opposite of extremity. While containing immense, indestructible power, it could change shape as easily as clay.
When he heard that the Demon Berserker, pursued relentlessly by eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals and with no escape route left, was fleeing toward a Reverse Passage leading to the Demonic Realm, Wei Long could no longer sit still. If that creature escaped into the Demonic Realm, a murderous demon like that would be like a drop of water vanishing into the ocean. Unless one saw the Golden Warblade in its hands with their own eyes, its traces would be lost forever. That was the most terrifying part. Upon receiving this news, Wei Long immediately flew out of Southern Dipper City.
While the passages between the Demonic Realm and the Earth Immortal Realm were not numerous, there were still quite a few of various sizes. In the Demonic Realm, the largest Reverse Passage was located in the Third Layer of Demon Realm. In the Earth Immortal Realm, the counterpart of this largest Reverse Passage was in the far south of the Southern Wasteland, beyond Soaring Cloud Province, spanning three more provinces southward. This was the largest Reverse Passage, capable of allowing large numbers of Demonkin to pass through.
This largest Reverse Passage was the key area strictly defended by both sides. However, between these two great realms, there was not just this one passage. There were also many other smaller spatial passages. Some were so small they might only allow something the size of a beetle to pass safely, while others could allow several people to pass safely. The place the Demon Berserker was heading to now was a spatial passage just large enough for two people to pass through simultaneously.
Such small spatial passages were not plentiful, but there were still around a hundred within the Southern Wasteland. Most were unusable. Moreover, with changes in space, these passages could collapse at any time, and new ones might also form. These occurrences were impossible to prevent entirely. Fortunately, these small passages generally did not impact the overall situation significantly. Occasionally, a greedy demon avatar might come through a newly formed passage, but they were quickly dealt with by the patrols and hunts of the Great Wind Battalion.
Experts with cultivation surpassing the Demon General level could not pass through these small, unstable spatial passages. Such passages simply could not withstand their energy. Even if they sealed part of their own cultivation, their inherent energy and soul were still present. Any factor exceeding the limit of the spatial passage would instantly cause it to collapse. Those inside would then be thrown somewhere random. With luck, they might be ejected directly. With bad luck, they would fall into endless Spatial Turbulence, unable to find a way out.
Wei Long clearly remembered from his map that near the western border of Soaring Cloud Province, there was a relatively stable small spatial passage that could only allow three people to pass through simultaneously. It was considered a stable small passage. A Luo Tian Upper Immortal-level Immortal was stationed there. Theoretically, the highest cultivation level of any Demonkin emerging from that passage, which was only about ten feet high, would be at the Demon General level. One Luo Tian Upper Immortal lying in wait should be more than enough.
But this time was different. Somehow, the Demon Berserker had already caused the fall of one Luo Tian Upper Immortal. Moreover, it wielded the Golden Warblade. Unless one's magic treasure or weapon was at least at the Spiritual Treasure level, it would be severed with a single strike. Ambushing others was almost a guaranteed success. Regarding this creature trying to leave through the spatial passage, Wei Long held no hope that the Luo Tian Upper Immortal, caught off guard, could stop it.
As for those eight experts at the twentieth heaven of the Luo Tian Upper Immortal realm, Wei Long held even less hope. Eight experts above the twentieth heaven of the Luo Tian Upper Immortal realm actually couldn't stop a single person who hadn't even reached the Luo Tian Upper Immortal level. Wei Long's heart was filled with anxiety and gravity. He constantly tried to contact Luo Hou in his mind. Moments later, Luo Hou's hearty laughter echoed in Wei Long's consciousness: "Original me, what's up? Missed me after just a few days? Also, I say, Original me, why is your cultivation still so pitifully low? It's limiting my progress. Not being able to improve cultivation is really uncomfortable, you know? The other day, a Demon Monarch without a territory showed up. I really wanted to smash that bastard with a pyramid..."
As soon as their minds connected, Wei Long saw Luo Hou, bare-handed, his black armor dyed a dark red with blood, constantly charging and fighting through a battlefield. In the short span of one or two breaths while speaking to Wei Long, Luo Hou had torn apart over thirty Demonkin. The Grudge Breath within this guy had also reached an extreme concentration. The Dark Golden Cores within his 365 main acupoints shone brightly. Moreover, more than half of the 129,600 secondary acupoints also already contained accumulated Dark Golden Cores. A complete major cycle was nearing completion.
His cultivation had reached the late Demon General stage but was firmly stuck there. He could not surpass Wei Long. As the subordinate, he could not exceed the limits of the original self. Ignoring Luo Hou's complaints, Wei Long flew swiftly and said, "I found the Essence of Metal. I also found the Golden Source Embryo. But someone else snatched it first. That guy is currently rushing toward a spatial passage leading to the Demonic Realm. On the Earth Immortal Realm side, it's in the west of Soaring Cloud Province in the Southern Wasteland. Quickly go check where the exit is in the Demonic Realm. Haven't you always wanted a weapon that can withstand the Seven Hatreds Blade Art? The Golden Source Embryo is the best choice!"
Wei Long finished saying all this in one breath and immediately severed the connection with Luo Hou. His flying speed increased by another thirty percent. Golden Light Flight was executed. Stepping on a golden bridge, he flew toward the west of Soaring Cloud Province. Meanwhile, in the Third Layer of Demon Realm, Luo Hou was momentarily stunned upon hearing this. A Demonkin behind him punched Luo Hou in the back. Staggering, Luo Hou turned and slapped the audacious demon avatar into pulp.
He shrieked, "Myriad Soul Banner! Where the hell have you been? Get your ass over here now! Damn it! Someone stole my warblade!" As soon as his words fell, the disguised, pitch-black Myriad Soul Banner appeared beside Luo Hou with a sharp laugh. Luo Hou's face was ferocious. He spat fiercely and slapped the little skull's head, cursing, "Get to work! Kill these little demon brats!"
Slapped flying by the furious Luo Hou, the little skull let out a strange laugh. Two skull patterns, intricate as artworks, appeared on the banner of the Myriad Soul Banner. Then, the Myriad Soul Banner plunged into the ground, instantly expanding to a thousand feet tall. The two skulls standing with crossed arms on the banner opened their mouths and roared. The Myriad Soul Banner opened slowly like two doors. From within, World-Devouring Evil Ghosts flew out one after another.
There were only ten thousand World-Devouring Evil Ghosts. But each one had at least the strength of a Great Demon. They feared no death and grew fiercer the more they fought. Leading them were one hundred Celestial Demon-level World-Devouring Evil Ghosts. These ten thousand World-Devouring Evil Ghosts swept out, instantly shattering the balance of roughly thirty thousand on each side of the battlefield. These World-Devouring Evil Ghosts descended, attacking and devouring indiscriminately.
Sharp screams, resentful curses, and vilifications rose incessantly. Luo Hou laughed maniacally, "Curse me! Hate me! Resent me! I'll take it all! Wan Hun, keep an eye out for me! Whoever curses the fiercest, drag them back into the Myriad Soul Banner immediately! Train them properly into World-Devouring Evil Ghosts! Do you know how much effort I wasted to nurture these ten thousand World-Devouring Evil Ghosts!"
In less time than it takes an incense stick to burn, everything on both sides of the battlefield was wiped out. Luo Hou meticulously eliminated every single demon avatar from both sides without missing one. Even the five Demon Generals were pulled into the Myriad Soul Banner and catalyzed into World-Devouring Evil Ghosts. A Demon General, when catalyzed into a World-Devouring Evil Ghost, could directly become a Celestial Demon-level World-Devouring Evil Ghost.
In the Demonic Realm, strength was revered. The lives of the weak were worthless. Even though Luo Hou often led troops out, nine out of ten times he returned as a lone commander. But the other side, whether experts or soldiers, would also be completely annihilated, with even their commander dying at Luo Hou's hands. Such a minor flaw, as seen in the Demonic Realm, was directly ignored. Luo Hou's merits grew higher and higher.
After clearing the battlefield, Luo Hou flew directly back to his own main camp. Seeing only their General return alone, the people in the camp were already accustomed to it. This situation only meant one possibility: the enemy was completely destroyed, and only Luo Hou remained on their own side. The Demonic Realm had no need for the weak. Those who died were the weak. Only the strong survived. Warfare never emphasized strategy.
Because their purpose was not truly to overcome strongholds, but to cultivate this atmosphere, allowing the Demonic Realm to continuously generate Grudge Breath. Therefore, they never cared how many people died. The Demonkin in the Demonic Realm were simply too numerous. The weak were like ants. No matter how many died, no one would say it was wrong. This suited Luo Hou's temperament perfectly and also provided him with the perfect excuse to nurture the Myriad Soul Banner and cultivate World-Devouring Evil Ghosts.
Returning to camp, Luo Hou kicked away someone who came forward to curry favor. He shouted at the top of his lungs, "Strategist! Strategist! Where the hell have you died off to! I'll count to three! If you don't show up, wait to be strangled to death by me! One! ... Three!"
As soon as the word "three" fell, a sly-looking Celestial Demon instantly appeared not far in front of Luo Hou. With a fawning smile, he said, "General, you have returned! Congratulations on your triumphant return..."
Luo Hou waved impatiently, "Do you know the locations of all the small spatial passages leading to the Immortal Realm?"
The sly-looking Celestial Demon was momentarily stunned and exclaimed, "General, are you planning to conquer the Immortal Realm?!" He even put on an extremely exaggerated expression, as if already seeing Luo Hou single-handedly conquer the Earth Immortal Realm.
Luo Hou kicked this guy flying, laughing and cursing, "Stop your nonsense here! I'm serious! Someone stole my warblade! I've found that guy now!"
Hearing this, the sly-looking strategist immediately turned murderous, his eyes filled with killing intent, "Dares to steal our General's warblade! This subordinate will immediately gather troops and exterminate all their family members!"
Luo Hou glared and shouted, "I asked you a question! Don't interrupt me! Which stable small spatial passage leads to Soaring Cloud Province in the Earth Immortal Realm! Do you know? If you don't know, get it figured out within the time it takes an incense stick to burn!"
The rat-whiskered strategist shuddered. He immediately pulled out a book nearly a foot thick from his chest. The book was entirely made of dark golden metal, thin as paper yet exceptionally tough. Seeing Luo Hou seemed truly angry, the rat-whiskered strategist moved more nimbly. His long, thin eyes darted left and right. His hands flipped through the metal book rapidly, making metallic scraping sounds as they rubbed against it.
After a moment, the rat-whiskered strategist gave a joyful cry. Holding the book, he appeared before Luo Hou and said with a fawning smile, "Reporting to the General, your subordinate has found it! It's right here in the Third Layer of Demon Realm, and not far from us either. About two million miles to the upper right of our camp..."
Before he could finish, Luo Hou's figure vanished, but his voice remained in place, "Advance the entire camp! Head in this direction! Just say someone stole my saber! I'm going to kill! Anyone who dares obstruct, kill them directly!"
The rat-whiskered strategist's eyes gleamed. He clenched his hands into rat-like claws and scratched his face fiercely a few times. A metallic scraping sound was heard. Then, the rat-whiskered strategist's shriek echoed throughout the camp, "Strike camp! Someone stole our General's saber! The General is going to kill! Little brats, your chance has come! Whether you can catch the General's eye depends on this opportunity! Entire camp, set out! Target: two million miles to the northeast! Anyone who dares obstruct will be killed without mercy!"
As soon as his words fell, the camp spanning over ten miles erupted into chaos. All the Demonkin and demon avatars seemed pumped up as if given a shot of adrenaline. They packed everything up. In less than half the time it takes an incense stick to burn, nearly three hundred thousand troops were assembled. The military camp was completely packed up. At the rat-whiskered strategist's command, everyone stepped in neat formation. With an unstoppable momentum, they madly dashed toward the east-northeast direction.
But Luo Hou had already rushed toward that small spatial passage first. A warblade! A warblade Luo Hou had longed for for thousands of years! Over these thousands of years, not a single weapon could withstand Luo Hou executing the Seven Hatreds Blade Art up to the fourth move. The best weapon, seized from a Demon General, completely broke after reaching the fourth strike.
It was hard to imagine. A demon avatar who had desired something for thousands of years, upon hearing that this thing he could have obtained was stolen by someone else... it was good his lungs hadn't burst from anger!
Meanwhile, in the Southern Wasteland's Soaring Cloud Province of the Earth Immortal Realm, Wei Long also rushed toward the small spatial passage at the western edge of Soaring Cloud Province at his fastest speed. On the other side, the eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals who had come to intercept the Demon Berserker had also dispatched three people to arrive early at the location of that small spatial passage. The remaining five were driving the Demon Berserker toward the direction of the small spatial passage in a pincer formation.
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In the Earth Immortal Realm, within the Southern Wasteland's Soaring Cloud Province, eighty million miles from the western border, a dark shadow silently flew westwards high in the sky. The fierce Astral Winds, which were enough to leave cultivators from the Cultivation World with no place to be buried, seemed to aid this shadow. There was no violent sound of parting the air, yet the speed of the Escape Art reached one hundred and ten thousand miles in an instant.
Behind it, a master of the Luo Tian Upper Immortal level, twenty-fourth heaven or higher, closely followed, trailing hundreds of thousands of miles behind. To the left and right of this shadow, two other experts at or above the twentieth heaven of Luo Tian Upper Immortal also followed closely. The five of them gave chase in a triangle formation, biting tightly onto the shadow's tail, forcing it to either fight head-on or keep moving forward.
The direction forward was also where the shadow wanted to go—a small spatial channel leading to the Demonic Realm. Its cultivation had not yet reached the Luo Tian Upper Immortal level, just meeting the limit the small spatial channel could bear. Once inside, it would be like a Flood Dragon entering the ocean, free to roam.
These eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals clearly knew the shadow held a Golden Warblade, containing an unstoppable, shattering force. However, among them, only the commander at the twenty-fourth heaven of Luo Tian Upper Immortal possessed a low-grade Spiritual Treasure, and even that might not necessarily withstand the Golden Warblade's inherent power. Other artifacts would basically be destroyed in one strike. Apart from setting traps in advance, they basically had no chance to kill this slippery fellow.
Tens of millions of miles behind these people, Wei Long stood upon a golden bridge. His speed in an instant had reached two hundred and thirty thousand miles. From time to time, he stuffed a spirit pill above the Four Revolutions Golden Pill grade into his mouth to recover his True Essence. The Taiji Diagram also operated at full power, constantly restoring the consumption of True Essence within his body. Golden Light Flight was one of the top ten Escape Arts within the path of escape arts, and the one most adept at long-distance travel. Unfortunately, the consumption was simply more than Wei Long could currently bear.
Even though Wei Long's energy channels were long to an outrageous degree, even surpassing those of ordinary Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal level experts, he still could not rely on his own cultivation to bear the consumption of Golden Light Flight. The immense consumption brought a speed that even surpassed ordinary flying of Luo Tian Upper Immortals. The distance between him and the Luo Tian Upper Immortals and the shadow ahead rapidly shortened.
At the western edge of Soaring Cloud Province, at the location of the small spatial channel, three experts at or above the twentieth heaven of Luo Tian Upper Immortal had already arrived in advance. Together with the Luo Tian Upper Immortal originally stationed to guard the small spatial channel, the four Luo Tian Upper Immortals jointly reinforced the protective formations around the small spatial channel. Moreover, one of the Luo Tian Upper Immortals even began setting up a new grand formation—a pure Fire Element Formation. Fire overcame Metal, meant to suppress the unstoppable, shattering force of the Golden Warblade.
Everyone raced against time to set up their arrangements. The shadow, the Demon Berserker, aimed to enter the small spatial channel before the opponents finished their preparations. The Luo Tian Upper Immortals aimed to complete the formations before the shadow Demon Berserker arrived. Wei Long aimed to arrive early. That fellow not only improved his cultivation at an unbelievably fast rate, but also wielded the Golden Warblade formed from a Golden Source Embryo, especially one that had already nurtured the Essence of Metal. His combat power could not be estimated by cultivation level alone.
Without any means to counter such an extreme attribute, he would be absolutely strong enough to shock people. While flying, Wei Long also constantly pondered how to seize back the Golden Source Embryo from that fellow. Although he had the Golden Warblade in hand and possessed unique traits, under the siege of eight experts at or above the twentieth heaven of Luo Tian Upper Immortal, even Wei Long himself felt certain death in a fight to the finish. If that guy died, how could the Golden Source Embryo be seized back?
After some thought, Wei Long still felt it better not to reveal himself too early, or not to act too soon. He had to wait until that fellow entered the spatial channel, when those Luo Tian Upper Immortals would not dare to enter, and then Wei Long, together with Luo Hou, could trap the turtle in the jar. This was the safest method. After all, Luo Hou's cultivation had now reached the Demon General level, and his true combat power was far beyond Wei Long's. Concerning the Golden Warblade, Wei Long was not worried that Luo Hou would shirk his effort; that guy would surely work harder than anyone.
Calculating the approximate distance, and realizing he was almost within the sensing range of those Luo Tian Upper Immortals, Wei Long then reduced his speed, slowly flying towards that area. Those eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals dared to set up like this; naturally, they had a backup plan. Since the opponent was walking into the trap, even if these eight guys could not kill him, they could delay him for a very long time. After all, Wei Long now guessed that those eight Luo Tian Upper Immortals certainly lacked anything or any method to counter the Golden Warblade.
Otherwise, they would not be so passive.
Wei Long headed towards the small spatial channel at a speed slightly faster than an ordinary Celestial Immortal. Soon, he had entered the sensing range of that twenty-fourth heaven Luo Tian Upper Immortal fellow. At this point, no one paid attention to what such a small Celestial Immortal was doing. The battle on this side had already begun. The small spatial channel here was only about ten feet wide. Those who didn't know might think it was a bottomless dry well, but in reality, it was a small spatial channel that could connect to the Demonic Realm.
The small spatial channel was located in the central area of a valley. Those mountains and valleys had been moved there by immortals using their power to shift mountains and carry ranges, encircling the entire small spatial channel. Except for the exit direction, all other directions were deadly formations that meant instant death upon entry. At the entrance, several immortals stood guard: one Luo Tian Upper Immortal, and the others were Earth Immortals handling miscellaneous tasks.
But now, a pure Fire Element Formation was laid at the entrance of this valley. Outside the entrance, which was only about a mile wide, a Fire Element Grand Formation spanning dozens of miles tightly blocked every dead angle of the entrance. Once the Fire Element Formation operated, for dozens of miles around, aside from fire-attribute spiritual energy, there was nothing else. Then, using pure fire-attribute spiritual energy, spiritual fire was ignited, turning the dozens of miles of land in front of the entrance into a sea of flames. This greatly limited the power of the Golden Warblade.
Without the ever-present Metallic Qi of Geng throughout heaven and earth, and no way to borrow it, the Golden Warblade's power would be reduced by more than half before being completely refined and forged. The shadow clearly understood that if it wanted to enter the valley, it had to pass through this sea of flames before it. The ground below and the sky above were all set with deadly formations. Any one formation prioritized killing the enemy even at the cost of mutual destruction, allowing no tricks.
The berserker, who seemed to use wind as an aid and was so fast only a black shadow could be seen, did not hesitate at all. It charged straight into the sea of flames. Hastily set up, the formation had almost no variations. In these people's view, the berserker's greatest threat was that Golden Warblade. As long as the Golden Warblade's unstoppable, shattering force was limited, capturing him would basically be easy.
The shadow, once entering the sea of flames, drew out a long blade that looked as if made of pure gold. Fine curves gave it a quality feel. The berserker's figure also became visible—a young man whose eyes held a pure, extreme evil and hatred. As he swung the Golden Warblade, the surrounding sea of flames parted to form a ten-foot-wide path. Streaks of golden light flew from the Golden Warblade, transforming into simple, ancient swords, blades, and weapons that flew out. One swing of the blade seemed to release thousands of metal weapons flying out to slaughter.
He forcibly opened a path out in this pure world of flames. However, three of the five Luo Tian Upper Immortals behind him also flew in. Two of the four Luo Tian Upper Immortals inside the valley also entered the Fire Element Formation to snipe the berserker. These Luo Tian Upper Immortals were either skilled in fire-attribute arts and secret techniques, or like the leading twenty-fourth heaven Luo Tian Upper Immortal expert, possessed a lower-grade Spiritual Treasure for attack.
In fact, the berserker was much more troublesome than they thought. The Golden Warblade formed from the Golden Source Embryo was also much stronger than imagined. In this world of flames, even if the Golden Warblade could not gather or summon any Metallic Qi of Geng, Xin Metal Qi, or anything belonging to Metal, its inherent power was only weakened by thirty percent!
One Luo Tian Upper Immortal clearly misestimated the extent of the Golden Warblade's weakening. His High-Grade Immortal Artifact was sliced in two by the Golden Warblade in their first encounter. He himself also received a cut over two feet long on his chest; the organs inside could be clearly seen.
In this first encounter, with the opponent's misjudgment, the shadow flew straight towards the direction inside the valley. The twenty-fourth heaven Luo Tian Upper Immortal expert, however, immediately blocked its path. In front of him floated something resembling rose thorns, twisting like a swimming snake. The Luo Tian Upper Immortal grasped one end of these thorns and swung it towards the berserker. The

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





