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​
Thinking back to the last time he entered the Netherworld, Wei Long fell into deep thought. The previous time, he had entered the Netherworld through a Netherworld Passage opened by borrowing someone else's Soul and Spirit. His physical body could enter the Netherworld Passage because of the Taiji Diagram within his Dantian. If it weren't for that, an ordinary person's physical Vitality and Yang energy would be wiped out by the Great Laws of Heaven and Earth upon entering the Netherworld Passage.
Netherworld Energy pouring into the body was something ordinary living beings absolutely could not withstand, except for creatures like the Jiangshi. Unless one entered directly with a Primordial Spirit or Soul and Spirit body. The last time, in the Netherworld Passage that Ren Gui forcibly tore open, they encountered obstacles, opponents who were at least Luo Tian Upper Immortal level experts.
The possibility of directly entering the Netherworld no longer existed. The only way was to use a passage, a relatively large Netherworld Passage that appeared somewhere, to allow Wei Long's body and Primordial Spirit to enter together. Sitting on a cloud, Wei Long slowly drifted on a white cloud, but the light of his Primordial Spirit continuously radiated out. Everything within a radius of five million li was reflected in Wei Long's mind.
After a full thirty-some days of sunrise and sunset, suddenly, Wei Long abruptly sat up from the cloud. With a flash, his figure vanished. The next moment, he appeared at a place where two mortal kingdoms bordered each other. At this moment, a battle was taking place at this border area.
The two sides combined had well over a hundred thousand people engaged in slaughter. Vast murderous aura soared to the sky. Even Wei Long, standing close, felt a surge of fierce energy constantly trying to assault his Spirit Consciousness Sea. He narrowed his eyes slightly, and the color within his pupils suddenly underwent a change.
Streaks of black qi appeared within his dark pupils. His entire iris turned into a pure black emitting an eerie aura. At this moment, the world before his eyes instantly transformed, completely turning into a world of black and white. High in the sky, directly above the battlefield.
A pitch-black vortex nearly a thousand zhang in size appeared out of thin air. On the ground, semi-transparent, blurry humanoid figures struggled as they floated up from the ground, continuously entering that pitch-black vortex. The souls of the deceased constantly floated upward, bearing the miserable appearance of their death. The pitch-black vortex was like the giant maw of a ferocious beast, silently devouring the souls of those soldiers.
There were also some souls with too much Resentment Qi, souls unwilling to accept their fate, who were anchored in place by chains transformed from grayish-black misty qi, resisting the pulling force of the pitch-black vortex in the sky above. These aggrieved souls were the original forms that could transform into Resentful Ghosts and Vengeful Ghosts.
After a glance, Wei Long saw that on the ground, there were at least several hundred souls filled with soaring resentment unwilling to enter the Netherworld. He shook his head, waved his hand, and those resentful souls flew out in unison, struggling as they flew towards the Netherworld Passage in the sky above.
Instantly, the Netherworld Passage expanded by another thousand zhang, becoming a giant Netherworld Passage with a diameter of two thousand zhang. Looking at those resentful souls struggling with hatred, unwilling to enter the Netherworld, Wei Long said softly, "On the battlefield, those who die with resentment all harbor hatred for their own deaths. If one could face a hundred deaths without regret, one might not necessarily die. And even if they died, they would transform into Military Souls. With such a mindset appearing on the battlefield, how could one not die? Who are you resenting? Enter the Netherworld. You don't know when you are well off. You don't know how many people of the Human Race cannot even hope for the Cycle of Reincarnation!"
After sighing, Wei Long followed those souls into the Netherworld Passage. His left hand held the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal, his right hand held the Crystal Longsword. Above his head, the Taiji Diagram protected his body. Within his Spirit Consciousness Sea, his Primordial Spirit was also protected by a Three-Petaled Golden Lotus platform, preparing for any possible changes that might occur next.
This kind of Netherworld Passage was formed by the Great Laws of Heaven and Earth, meant to ferry the souls of the deceased into the Netherworld for reincarnation. Only Soul Entities could pass through such Netherworld Passages. Otherwise, one would directly trigger the power of the Great Laws of Heaven and Earth. Last time, even with the Taiji Diagram, he still invoked heavenly punishment thunderbolts.
This time, the Taiji Diagram transformed into a Taiji protective shield, enveloping Wei Long within. It silently passed through the outer layer of the pitch-black vortex, directly entering the Netherworld Passage like a normal soul. This was because the Taiji Diagram's power had increased, able to directly block that layer of detection.
As for Wei Long's Taiji Diagram, its normal power surpassed that of a High-Grade Immortal Artifact but was inferior to a Spiritual Treasure. Yet, against this kind of heavenly might, it was outrageously powerful. Whether it was the River of Time or this Netherworld Passage, the Taiji Diagram displayed a formidable power disproportionate to its grade.
Seeing that he had smoothly entered the Netherworld Passage, and this time it didn't even cause any special changes, Wei Long finally let out a slight sigh of relief. If this kind of stowaway method didn't work, the only option would be like Ren Gui, forcibly tearing open the spatial barrier between the Earth Immortal Realm and the Netherworld, and forcefully crossing with his physical body.
In that case, he would inevitably encounter the same kind of obstacles Ren Gui faced when entering the Netherworld. Wei Long did not possess that kind of formidable strength to simply slaughter his way into the Netherworld. His purpose for going to the Netherworld this time was partly to search for the eighteen strands of the Human Emperor's Fortune that the Human Emperor had left behind in the Netherworld, and also for Ying Fan who had entered the Netherworld. Wei Long even sensed that there was an opportunity for himself within the Netherworld. With many matters piling up, Wei Long had no choice but to go to the Netherworld, a place he actually didn't really want to visit.
The Taiji Diagram transformed into a protective shield, safeguarding Wei Long within. This world seemed like an infinite starry sky. Looking around, there were densely packed, hundreds of millions of small passages in this void, each small passage spitting out souls of various races.
At the same time, these Netherworld Passages, large and small, were also constantly being born and disappearing. Sometimes, when no souls appeared, some Netherworld Passages would vanish. When new souls appeared, new Netherworld Passages would form. The hundreds of millions of Netherworld Passages in this void flickered like stars, constantly being born and perishing.
All the souls descended downwards. But this time, unlike his previous urgency and recklessness, Wei Long looked at the surrounding scene, his heart feeling heavy as if a huge weight was pressing down. Among the Human Race souls emerging from those Netherworld Passages, almost half looked miserable, clearly not having died of old age.
Most Human Race souls were extremely weak. When falling from a great height, if they encountered a Netherworld Passage suddenly appearing ahead, they would be instantly shredded, their souls scattered. If they encountered some souls of other races that could still retain some intelligence upon entering here, the Human Race souls became their best food.
During the process of falling down through this void, soul power would continuously deplete. Possibly, before even reaching the first stop, the Soulfall Wasteland, their soul power would be exhausted, and they would dissipate. Watching the many souls appearing in this void like falling rain as they drifted down.
There weren't just Human Race souls, but also Demon Race souls, and souls of other races. When the souls of other races descended, there seemed to be a force guiding and protecting them. Especially for some powerful races like the Winged Tribe, the Bainar Tribe, the Devil Race, souls entering this void were guided downwards by an invisible force. Some of the stronger ones could even maintain their own consciousness.
Only the Human Race was like rootless duckweed, chaotic, descending in a swarm. Life or death depended entirely on luck. When he could finally see the enormous landmass below, Wei Long's expression turned extremely grim. Along the way, Wei Long calculated that at least twenty percent of the many Human Race souls entering the Netherworld died halfway, their souls scattering! Never to be reborn again!
Some of them perished because they were caught in unexpected situations arising in the void, their souls scattering. Others were snatched up and devoured by other race souls that could still maintain consciousness, strengthening themselves. Wei Long wanted to take action more than once, to simply exterminate all those other race souls, but he forcibly held back.
Acting here would not only fail to solve any problem, but would also expose him and might even trigger some other changes. These were uncertain. With a dark face, Wei Long reappeared in this Soulfall Wasteland. The moment he landed, he saw a giant soul beast that looked like a saber-toothed tiger, a full ten zhang tall, appear before him, biting towards his head.
The pent-up anger Wei Long had accumulated along the way finally exploded. His Divine Sense burst out of his body like a storm, transforming into a hundred-zhang giant hand that grabbed the soul beast. The soul beast cried out in terror. A sound inaudible to the ear instantly spread out, spreading throughout this Soulfall Wasteland in an instant.
The Soulfall Wasteland under his feet had a diameter of ten thousand li. After stepping onto the ground, Wei Long no longer held back at all. The light of his Primordial Spirit radiated out, covering a radius of five million li entirely within Wei Long's perception. But the next moment, Wei Long suddenly roared furiously, "Seeking death!"
The saber-toothed tiger-like soul beast before him was instantly crushed and exploded. Within a radius of five million li, there were over three thousand Soulfall Wastelands, large and small. But unlike last time, almost every Soulfall Wasteland now had some soul beasts specializing in devouring souls. Unlike the relatively complete reincarnation cycles of other races.
The Human Race's Cycle of Reincarnation was incomplete because the Human Emperor had sacrificed his body and soul to open the path. They had to walk it themselves. Twenty percent dissipated during the fall from the sky. Of the remaining eighty percent, less than thirty percent could walk out of the Soulfall Wasteland. Truly, those who could enter the cities around the Soulfall Wasteland, and even smoothly reincarnate, were less than one in a hundred!
Taking a deep breath, Wei Long withdrew the protection of the Taiji Diagram. A jade disc appeared in his palm. Wei Long let out a furious shout, "Divide!"
In an instant, ten million mirror image clones, each equivalent to the Nascent Soul Stage in cultivation, fell from the sky like rain. Within a radius of a million li, every Soulfall Wasteland now had a Nascent Soul Stage mirror image clone of Wei Long. Those not very strong Primordial Beasts, which could even be instantly killed by Nascent Soul Stage cultivation, were like invincible gods to ordinary Human Race souls.
Wei Long's face was dark. He roared, "Kill!"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 552: Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame
[image: ]


​
Descending from high altitude, Wei Long saw clearly. The land was vast and boundless, covered with one Soulfall Wasteland after another. In the natural Cycle of Reincarnation, this was the first stop where souls appeared. Ordinary souls of all races began their journey through reincarnation here.
The area where he landed this time was tens of thousands of li large, a perfectly normal Soulfall Wasteland. It held much more than the remote wilderness he had encountered last time. Souls of various races were abundant, especially humans, whose souls were the most frail. Even souls of the Demon Race creatures who hadn't even awakened intelligence were stronger than the souls of most humans.
The Exquisite Jade Disc proved useful at such a moment. If split into ten million mirror clones of Nascent Soul Stage under normal circumstances, they might be wiped out by an enemy’s sneeze. But now, against those Soul Devouring Beasts specially targeting ordinary human souls, they were far more effective.
Most of these Soul Devouring Beasts were of the first or second tier. They possessed no other combat abilities except devouring ordinary human souls, storing them, or using them to increase their own power. The strongest were only around the third or fourth tier. The ten million mirror clones split out, forming a mill spanning a million li and sweeping across the surroundings.
All the Soul Devouring Beasts were annihilated. Wei Long didn’t know how long it took before he finally stopped. The ten million mirror clones dissipated completely. Across countless Soulfall Wastelands, every Soul Devouring Beast had been exterminated by him. Inevitably, a touch of killing aura clung to him; he was surrounded by a deadly aura.
Wei Long hadn't radiated such heavy murderous intent for a long, long time, not since his malicious thoughts had transformed into demonic thoughts and split out Luo Hou. But seeing the endless souls raining down, and knowing over eighty percent of human souls couldn’t even leave the Soulfall Wasteland, an innate fury erupted within the depths of Wei Long’s soul.
This was a belief etched into his very soul. A sense of belonging to his race, his people. Like seeing two fierce beasts hunting his kin in the wilderness, anyone’s instinct would be to grab a knife to kill them. Seeing outsiders bully his kin on the street, anyone would feel anger boiling and want to strike them down. This was why the human race could still stubbornly survive despite constant infighting, betrayal, and never truly flourishing. Soul, faith, belief, that deep-rooted sense of belonging—in times of calamity, true feelings emerge. There was always something in this world that made you persevere.
And now, Wei Long was ignited. That core element within his soul was set ablaze. Standing on the wasteland, watching the souls still falling, it was no longer the desperately bleak scene from before.
Reincarnation was one of the most profound mysteries between heaven and earth. For a species to endure long, the Cycle of Reincarnation was indispensable. Cultivators of the human race who could practice were basically those who had undergone a full reincarnation in their previous life, entering the cycle with strong soul power. Though they remembered nothing after rebirth, this soul energy would be compressed and integrated in a mysterious way. That’s why great beings reborn possessed high talent and aptitude, while those with weaker souls could be reborn as fools. This was the root, a vital link for a race's long-lasting development.
Now, however, Wei Long saw someone trying to sever the entire human race’s Cycle of Reincarnation from this source. Cutting off humanity’s foundation. If a great war erupted, the human race’s reserves, its new blood, would be cut off. The consequence would be the entire human race reduced to ordinary mortals. Imagining the outcome filled Wei Long with dread.
The angrier and more murderous he felt, the more furious he grew inside. Yet, gazing at the void above, Wei Long deeply understood that the solution had to be fundamental. The Human Emperor might have enabled human reincarnation anew, but it couldn't match the complete cycles of other races; it depended only on individual fate and luck.
The problem had to be solved at its roots! Otherwise, all he was doing was pointless. Just the first layer of the Soulfall Wasteland was already infinitely vast, like another world. How could one person possibly guard it all? Now, Wei Long felt profoundly grateful.
When he had sent Ying Fan into the Netherworld before, he had thought the guy, as a candidate for the third Human Emperor, carried far too much killing aura and murderous intent — having murdered his own brother to seize the throne, acting with extreme cruelty. But now, looking back, Wei Long couldn't think of anyone more suitable. Against invaders, against foreign enemies—cruelty wasn't something to fear; rather, being insufficiently cruel was the problem.
Flying out of the Soulfall Wasteland, Wei Long’s face was cold as he murmured to himself, "Ying Fan, I don't care how cruel you are. A tyrant? A mass murderer? As long as your sword never points at our own people, I’ll hold up the heavens for you if they fall. But if the day comes your sword points at your own kin, even if Heaven itself backs you, I’ll ensure your soul and spirit are extinguished, never to be reborn! I hope you remember those words!"
Just then, Wei Long suddenly looked back into the Soulfall Wasteland. A crack slowly appeared. A dozen figures emerged. Wei Long made no effort to hide his presence. The murderous fury in his chest was about to burst him open. If he didn't find some actual culprits to vent his rage on, he felt his head would explode.
As soon as the eleven figures appeared, they spotted Wei Long standing far off on the ground. Eleven Jiangshi radiating a mingled aura of Yin Qi and Corpse Qi. Apart from their pale, horrifying faces, they looked like normal humans. Wei Long took a quiet breath, trying to calm the inferno raging within that made him feel like he was burning up.
The leader had wings on its back, green eyes glowing with surprise as it caught sight of Wei Long. Then it gave a low shout: "Kill this human!" It immediately turned and flew swiftly back towards the crack behind it, clearly sensing defeat and intending to report.
That was when Wei Long finally acted. The rage in his chest detonated. The Realm of Fury manifested autonomously. With an earth-shattering BOOM beneath his feet, rippling rings of cherry-red energy spread through the world of only black, white, and grey. Wei Long vanished.
One breath later, a massive red shockwave exploded outward like a nuclear blast. The shockwave swept over the ten zombies, whose power corresponded only to Earth Immortals. A flash of crimson sparked in their eyes, then they fell utterly silent. Their bodies crumbled to dust, grain by grain.
The Flying Yaksha—who had intended from the start to abandon its minions and flee rather than face the enemy directly—had just placed one foot across the crack when it felt a hand like an iron clamp seize its neck. It watched helplessly as the rift behind it slowly sealed.
The zombie thrust its sharp claws towards Wei Long, so terrifyingly close. Flames surged in Wei Long’s eyes, his entire being consumed by fury. Even facing a Jiangshi skilled in close combat, he showed not a flicker of fear, as if blinded by rage.
A fierce, cruel smile flickered across the Flying Yaksha’s hideous face. A cloud of thick Corpse Qi poured out, engulfing Wei Long. Its razor-sharp claws, gleaming coldly, slashed repeatedly before it, as if trying to rend Wei Long limb from limb. But CLANG! CLANG! CLANG! rang out like metal striking metal.
As the Corpse Qi around them gradually dissipated, the hand now desiccated like a mummy’s remained locked around its throat. When the Corpse Qi cleared completely, Wei Long stood there, tattered clothes hanging from skin turned sallow yellow, muscles withered, like a corpse drained of all moisture.
His eyes, still blazing cherry-red fire, seemed ready to erupt from their sockets. A cruel grin twisted his lips: "Fury can drive men mad... but it can also unleash unimaginable power. You were once human, you should understand."
The Flying Yaksha struggled in terror. A fist-sized cherry-red flame flew out of Wei Long’s dantian. It ignited at the creature’s feet, and in a flash of crimson fire, the Flying Yaksha was consumed.
Its claws, as sharp as a Mid-Grade Immortal Artifact, raked towards Wei Long, yet were held at bay by sheer force of will. A glacial cold blazed in Wei Long’s gaze, his voice like ten-thousand-year ice: "Traitors! Sinners! This lord will make you understand that death would be a luxury!"
The cherry-red flame burned relentlessly. The Flying Yaksha’s once human-like body withered, mirroring Wei Long’s desiccated state. Its aura dwindled steadily. The inferno only burned brighter.
Moments later, the Zombie body of the Flying Yaksha turned to drifting ash. A faint streak of light shot out, seeking escape. Wei Long’s left hand snapped shut in the air, generating a suction force. The light was abruptly snatched into his grip.
The cherry-red flame, condensed back into a fist-sized sphere, flew back into Wei Long’s dantian. His withered flesh swelled back like a balloon re-inflating. In seconds, he regained his original appearance, even looking ruddy-cheeked and brimming with vitality.
Wei Long glanced coldly at the captured soul in his hand. His Divine Sense exploded outwards, violating the creature's mind with brutal force to rip its memories out. Shrieks of agony, growing fainter and fainter, echoed. After a moment, Wei Long snorted coldly. He flipped his hand and summoned the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal. The soul was sucked into the Seal’s inner space, joining the tormented spirits bound to Sin-Severing Cliff.
The icy light in Wei Long’s eyes intensified. He snorted again: "Traitors! This lord will make you truly comprehend what it means to beg for death!" Then, looking towards the figure at the center of the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal, he couldn't help but utter, "Human Emperor, I honour your deeds, respect your great benevolence and righteousness, but I cannot accept your doctrine. Those who harm my Human race... will know only KILL! KILL! KILL!"
He recalled the seal. Finally, he had the space to probe his Spirit Consciousness Sea. Alongside the original galaxy formed from the Truth of Sorrow, there now pulsed another object, a constantly exploding sun. Every moment, earth-shattering explosions lit its surface. The Truth of Fury!
With a deliberate breath, a cherry-red flame manifested in his palm. His flesh withered and shriveled at an alarming rate, returning him to the state of a desiccated corpse. Wei Long studied the flame, thinking: "Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame. The Fire of Essence. Burning the body’s vital essence. This is the Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame. No wonder grasping its nature remained elusive!"
Those of the Qi Refiner path rarely cultivated the body intensively. Their vital essence lay concentrated in the Great Dao Golden Core. Though potent, condensing the body's essence into the flame proved incredibly difficult for it to form naturally. The Golden Core stood firm, even protected by its Pill Flame. How could one gather all bodily essence for the Lower Flame?
This time, fury had consumed him, pushing him past reason. Yet unintentionally, he had ignited the essence within his mortal form. His Great Dao Golden Core released essence to replenish his vitality, unknowingly forming this divine flame. But the moment the flame left his body, he became that corpse-like husk.
Without the "Congenital Convergence of Five Qi" within him, forming this Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame alone would have destroyed Wei Long’s body. It was still too taxing. He cupped the flame, now slightly larger than at its birth, a cold laugh escaping him: "This appearance is perfect for confronting these traitors. Destroying the Corpse Soul Sect’s lineage on Luncang Star... seems I was absolutely right!"
The events since Ren Gui entered the Netherworld the previous time, and now this attack, cemented his understanding. Cultivators of the Corpse Soul Sect seized their own Corpse Companions. Then, after tribulation, they exploited loopholes to ascend to the Netherworld. This human setup should have been crucial.
Having these physical bodies present offered significant advantages for developing influence there. But now, the Corpse Soul Sect had betrayed the humans. The protectors guarding human reincarnation in the Netherworld vanished. It was an immense blow. The human situation in the Netherworld was already dire; barely one-tenth of their kin even reincarnated normally. Now, this critical path faced existential peril.
Wei Long surveyed his shrunken visage and laughed. "Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame! The Fire of Essence! Corpse Soul Sect! Wait for me! Your lord has returned! Once, I exterminated your lineage on one star—Luncang. This time, between heaven and earth, I will erase every trace of the Corpse Soul Sect forever!" His smile sharpened. "Perfect. Your physical bodies will nurture my Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame. Once all Three Flavors—Lower, Middle, Upper—are complete... then it truly will be the time."
He sealed the Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame back into his lower dantian. Maintaining this withered corpse form, Wei Long shot towards the location extracted from the Flying Yaksha’s soul. The Luncang Star System’s First Killing Star... was coming back.
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After passing through the infinite void of the first layer of the Netherworld and the Soulfall Wasteland, the souls of all living beings arrived at the destination of the Netherworld for the first time. This was a necessary battle, also the first stop, for any living being among the countless creatures of the world who had to rely on the Cycle of Reincarnation to begin a new life era. Reincarnation itself was one of the most profound mysteries between heaven and earth. It wasn't so simple to smoothly allow one to be reborn and return as a living being among all creatures.
Especially among the many races, each had its own cycle of reincarnation to ensure that their own clansmen could be reborn as their own kind once more. This was particularly guarded by some powerful races, as it was a taboo. If someone from another race was reincarnated as a member of their own race, there was a chance they could steal their race's greatest secrets, even the unique mysteries specific to the race. After all, one knows their own body and condition best.
Especially for powerful beings, even the composition of their own bodies, the makeup of their souls, their profound divine abilities, and race-specific arcane arts could be clearly traced to their roots. For instance, the nobility of the Demonic Realm were descendants who carried the bloodline of the first Devil Race. When they were born, not only did they have to test their bloodlines with ancient secret arts, they even had to go to the devil hall to examine the origin of their souls, to see if their True Spirit was the reincarnation of a being from the Devil Race, or if it was a pure soul naturally born between heaven and earth.
The latter were often the type with the most powerful innate talent. Geniuses, naturally born pure new soul origins, newly formed True Spirits, without past lives, without previous existences, they naturally lacked the ties and restraints of past lives. Similarly, they also lacked the accumulated karma and karmic power from previous lives. This type was extremely rare, yet often the most powerful.
But among these many races, only the Human Race was the most complex. Though the origin of a human's soul was not very different, all bore the foundational imprint of the Human Race. This was the most important mark of being human. However, after many years of development, the Human Race had a huge population base, and their evolutionary paths were incredibly diverse and messy. Besides the ordinary humans with four limbs, a head, two eyes and two ears, there were humans who had evolved in other directions.
These people were stronger and had greater talent than ordinary humans, but their appearance seemed less human-like. This was a necessity. Diverse evolution, evolution in multiple directions, was what allowed the Human Race to survive until now between heaven and earth. It had to be said, the Human Race was indeed one of the races with the strongest adaptability.
And now, the second layer of the Netherworld, which Wei Long had once visited, was a place closer to the depths of the Netherworld. Similarly, there was an endless stretch of land and black soil, but the five elemental attributes were extremely scarce. Even the ground beneath their feet was basically not of the earth attribute, but the land attribute. It was Yin-aligned, lacking heaviness and stability but possessing more of the meaning to bear and carry. Strictly speaking, the land here was the true land.
Wei Long wore tattered clothes and condensed the newly refined Lower Three Flavors Divine Flame into a cluster, sealing it within his Dantian. After his body's vital essence was depleted, it would become like a dried corpse. This appearance seemed perfectly normal in the Netherworld. The Taiji Diagram sealed all his Vitality within his flesh body. A swirl of Yin Qi surrounded his body, and there was even a trace of Netherworld Energy mixed within.
As long as their cultivation realm was not much higher than Wei Long's, absolutely no one could tell that Wei Long was actually a living person, and not a newly ascended dried corpse. As a dried corpse, Wei Long's physical cultivation was at most equivalent to a Ninth Tier Jiangshi. This was exactly like a newly ascended Jiangshi. And only a newly ascended Jiangshi would maintain this dried corpse appearance. After ascending for a while, when the Jiangshi's rank advanced to the equivalent of an Earth Immortal realm, the dried-up body would begin to recover, at least it wouldn't look like this anymore.
The Corpse Soul Sect was one of the Human Race's hidden cards in the Netherworld. However, right now, for some unknown reason, this card had turned traitor. But Wei Long wouldn't bother with the reason. Betrayal for any reason was unacceptable. Especially after entering the infinite void, and then the Soulfall Wasteland, along the way, nearly ninety percent of the Human Race souls that had just entered the Netherworld were annihilated there.
This sin could hardly be atoned for by any reason, nor could it be atoned for. It was a sin that couldn't be forgiven even in death!
After flying at least over a million miles with his physical body, Wei Long finally saw the city from the memories of the Flying Yaksha. This was one of the strongholds of the Corpse Soul Sect, considered the borderland of the second layer, the Corpse Soul Heaven. Newly ascended members of the Corpse Soul Sect would all appear in this vicinity. After entering here, it was easy to find this city, as there were traces of guiding energy along the way.
Corpse Soul Heaven was the second layer of the Netherworld. Starting from this layer, one would gradually get closer to the depths of the Netherworld. Similarly, it was only from this layer that beings with physical bodies could begin to appear here. Corpse Soul referred to the fact that undead beings like Jiangshi could ascend here. However, the first layer, the Soulfall Wasteland, could only accommodate pure souls. Even if Jiangshi or other physical beings from the second layer appeared in the first layer, they couldn't stay for too long.
And if a physical being wanted to enter from the outside world, they would inevitably be punished by heavenly retribution, which would destroy the body. The Heavenly Dao was supremely just; it was fair to all living beings. Not everyone had Wei Long's Taiji Diagram to shield them from the Heavenly Dao's perception. Even with the Taiji Diagram shielding the Heavenly Dao's perception, Wei Long had to exploit a loophole and sneak in using the Netherworld Passageway triggered by another creature. This showed just how difficult it was.
Seeing this city wall built entirely from black giant stones, a cold glint flashed in Wei Long's eyes, and the killing intent in his heart surged uncontrollably. But immediately after, Wei Long forcefully suppressed this killing intent and slowed down as he flew towards the city. A city a hundred miles long was considered a large city in this Netherworld, because there was nothing here.
There were no ordinary mountains or rocks from the Earth Immortal Realm, no various metal veins. The black soil on the land was mostly pure manifestations of the land attribute's Yin-aligned substances, completely unsuitable for building city walls. This city wall was made from Netherworld Stone, a kind of stone very rare in the Netherworld that, after being tainted by the land's Yin attribute, had evolved over billions of years. It was exceptionally sturdy. Similarly, any Yin-aligned attacks were completely ineffective against it, but unfortunately, it couldn't be refined into magical treasures.
It could only be used as this kind of heavy city wall. Outside the wall, there was a turbid, strangely corrosive Yin-aligned river. The riverbed was several miles wide, tightly encircling the city wall. The Yin-aligned river, which looked like pus, was extremely calm. Only faint, obscure, hazy gases floated above it. The entire city had only one bridge extending out, made of black wood.
Before Wei Long even flew close, he happened to see a bird-like ghost. Its Soul Entity had even condensed into a solid form, looking just like a grey-black crow. That crow was still a hundred zhang high when it merely touched a wisp of the hazy gas drifting from the Yin-aligned river. It let out a panicked, mournful cry, as if burdened by a thousand-pound weight, and plummeted straight down into the Yin river.
Not a single splash flew out, not even a ripple. That grey-black crow was silently devoured by the Yin river, as if it had never existed. Wei Long felt a great chill in his heart, and his expression became extremely grim. "Weak Water! The River Styx! Not even a goose feather can float on it; it corrodes all things; not even a soul can float on it! Weak Water / Ruo River is in the depths of the Netherworld. How could it appear in a place like this!"
Wei Long's thoughts spun rapidly. Weak Water / Ruo River, the River Styx, was the only river that traversed the entire Netherworld, but it didn't exist on the surface layers. No one knew how many layers the Netherworld had, but Weak Water / Ruo River definitely shouldn't be here. Someone had intentionally brought some Weak Water / Ruo River here to form a moat again. This never-drying Weak Water / Ruo River was the most suitable thing for a moat in the Netherworld.
If he saw this situation in the next layer down, Wei Long wouldn't be surprised at all. But here was only the second layer of the Netherworld, even just the borderland of the second layer. Seeing such a heavily guarded, easily defensible city here made Wei Long think deeply. No wonder Wei Long felt that the only bridge, which was only a few zhang wide, looked so strange.
It turned out this bridge had no bridge pillars, no supports at all. That black wood continuously emitted a peculiar aura, pushing away the thin hazy gases around the bridge, forming a passage several zhang wide. This was the bridge's function. The entire city had this one safe passage. Although the moat was only a few miles wide, the Weak Water / Ruo River within it was enough to drown any living being from the first to the Ninth Tier!
Even with Wei Long's current cultivation, he didn't dare say he could swim through the Weak Water / Ruo River with his physical body once and come out unscathed. But precisely because of this, the killing intent in Wei Long's heart boiled even more fiercely. Under normal circumstances, if he saw a Human Race city in the Netherworld with such defensive power, Wei Long would definitely sigh in admiration and feel gratified.
But at this moment, Wei Long felt no sense of gratification at all. At the very least, Wei Long knew that the people of the Corpse Soul Sect absolutely did not have the ability to draw some Weak Water / Ruo River from the depths of the Netherworld to fill the moat. This extremely Yin-aligned, highly corrosive Weak Water / Ruo River was also a deadly thing for these Jiangshi. What were these people guarding against?
Who helped these traitors of the Corpse Soul Sect build this moat? Even that bridge was definitely not something the people of the Corpse Soul Sect could have made. They didn't have that capability!
That bridge was specially refined by someone, and the refining skill was not low. They had turned the extreme Yin of the black wood into Yang, containing a trace of Yang Qi, yet it remained extremely Yin. It could repel the surrounding Weak Water / Ruo River mist while also protecting anyone crossing the bridge from harm.
Flying to this entrance, there stood a black stone stele to the side. Engraved on it were the three big characters "Shadow Soul Sect." Behind them was a small section inscribed in an unknown script. Wei Long looked at it for a long time but couldn't understand a thing. Just then, two Jiangshi with faces like green bronze walked out from within. One of them looked at Wei Long expressionlessly and said, "Ascender. Where are you from?"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 554: Humanity Extinguished, Ghost Path Ascendant
[image: ]


​
Wei Long’s expression remained unchanged. The desiccated corpse’s face twitched slightly, revealing what seemed like a smile. Its voice was hoarse as it said, “This junior comes from the Corpse Soul Sect of the Wantun Major Star System in the Fourth Star Universe. May I ask the esteemed seniors’ honorable names?”
The expressionless green-faced jiangshi suddenly glared, its gaze icy as it stared at Wei Long. “Did your elders not teach you that after ascending, one must not ask the other party’s name?”
As it spoke, the two green-faced jiangshi suddenly appeared on either side of Wei Long, trapping him in the middle. It seemed the slightest misstep would provoke a fatal attack. The nails on their fingers began to transform, extending into sharp blades. Wei Long’s heart skipped a beat. He thought, darn it, who knew the Corpse Soul Sect had such a stupid rule? Even basic courtesy had become a taboo.
Looking at these two green-faced jiangshi, although Wei Long really wanted to burn these two dead things to ashes with a single flame, he still said, “This junior truly did not know. This junior had just entered the sect not long ago when our sect was annihilated. This junior fled to the territory of the Demon Race and barely managed to survive until ascension. No one told this junior about the matters after ascension!”
The two green-faced jiangshi glanced at each other, then simultaneously revealed an ugly smile. The one who spoke first retracted its blade-like nails, and the killing intent around it dissipated. It said casually, “No matter. Many of our Corpse Soul Sect’s legacy in the lower realms have been destroyed, but most have already gone into hiding. You need not worry. Here is where the true legacy of our Corpse Soul Sect lies. Our patriarch, the Corpse Soul Patriarch, presides within the Netherworld!”
Next, the green-faced jiangshi casually chatted with Wei Long about matters of the Wantun Major Star System. After Wei Long clearly mentioned some low-level secret codes and sect details, it seemed to completely lower its guard. It said, “Welcome, our sect member. This is where our Corpse Soul Sect truly belongs. This is the most suitable place for us. You must remember those three characters above. They represent the very spirit of our Corpse Soul Sect!”
As it spoke, the green-faced jiangshi pointed at the three ancient characters for ‘Corpse Soul Sect’ on the black stone tablet. Wei Long vaguely felt something was off, but he forced a dry laugh and nodded, saying, “This junior will naturally remember them!”
But as soon as these words left his mouth, the two green-faced jiangshi, who had just been chatting amicably with him, suddenly erupted into violence. The sharp blades extending from their fingertips simultaneously slashed toward Wei Long’s physical body without the slightest warning. Wei Long’s Heaven-Man Resonance suddenly issued a warning. Although these two jiangshi were only at the Celestial Immortal level, they were clearly battle-hardened, with immensely powerful close-combat strength.
Wei Long’s expression shifted slightly. He did not know where he had made a mistake, but seeing that these two green-faced jiangshi were attacking with lethal intent, leaving no room for error, the suppressed killing intent in his eyes erupted uncontrollably. He formed a hand seal with his fingers. The surrounding Netherworld Energy rapidly gathered and condensed. Then, as the runes shattered, an area of a hundred zhang around was filled with Netherworld Energy that obscured all five senses.
Wei Long gathered his energy and let out a fierce shout: “Hah!” The Righteous Aura of Heaven and Earth within his chest flowed accordingly. An intangible will mixed within this shout. The bodies of the two green-faced jiangshi instantly froze for a moment. Seizing this instant, Wei Long held a cluster of crimson-red flames and instantly ignited the two jiangshi. The surrounding gathered Netherworld Energy mixed with Yin Qi, completely isolating this hundred-zhang space.
Wei Long’s expression turned cold. With the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal in his left hand and the Crystal Longsword in his right, he directly severed the heads of the two green-faced jiangshi. A flash of light passed over the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal, and two streaks of light flew out from the heads of the jiangshi and vanished into the seal. Their bodies were completely incinerated, and the cluster of Lower Three Flavors Divine Fire grew slightly stronger.
Wei Long looked within the internal space of the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal. On the Sin-Severing Cliff, two more figures bound by chains had appeared. “I said I would make you suffer a fate worse than death, make you atone for the sins you committed throughout countless lifetimes. Death is too easy for you!”
An unexpected turn of events. But when Wei Long looked again at the black stone tablet, it still bore the three ancient characters for ‘Corpse Soul Sect’. Even when he probed with his Divine Sense, the black stone tablet showed nothing special. After pondering for a moment, Wei Long suddenly jolted awake. He finally remembered what was different. He was pretending to be an ascender from the Corpse Soul Sect, but he was not a true Corpse Soul Sect ascender. He was a living person, not a corpse.
The naked eye belonged to the living after all, while these jiangshi were all undead beings. A black light flashed in his eyes, and the Netherworld Pupil manifested. The three characters for ‘Corpse Soul Sect’ on the black stone tablet disappeared, replaced by six ordinary, easily understandable words: Humanity Extinguished, Ghost Path Ascendant!
A fierce light shot from his eyes. Wei Long tilted his head to the side, dispersing the Netherworld Pupil. He took a deep breath, constantly reminding himself: Endure. Do not lose the greater goal for a minor gain. Do not alert the enemy. What he represented now was no longer just one person. What was at stake was not just his own difficult-to-vent anger, but also responsibilities he had to bear, whether he acknowledged them or not.
A moment later, Wei Long opened his eyes. Expressionless, he walked to the front of the black stone tablet. Suddenly exerting force with his foot, he kicked the black stone tablet. How could the black stone tablet withstand a hate-filled strike from someone of Wei Long’s cultivation level, even if it was purely physical strength? With a crack, the black stone tablet snapped cleanly at the base and fell into the Weak Water moat, disappearing from sight.
Wei Long’s gaze was calm as he looked at the city. He murmured softly to himself, “I came here to kill, not to reason.”
After saying this, he strode toward the city. With each step, the black wooden planks beneath his feet turned to ash, utterly severing the path behind him. At the entrance, the misty vapor above the Weak Water gradually gathered, sealing off the way back. Wei Long’s expression was placid as he step by step crossed this several-li-long wooden bridge. There was nothing more to say now. Regardless of whether all members of the Corpse Soul Sect were willing.
What was done was done. Wrong was wrong. There was no excuse. Having committed such atrocities, they must pay the price. They must atone for their sins. No one to judge them? I will!
The commotion here had already alerted those inside the city. The city gate slowly opened. From within emerged jiangshi of various ranks, but there were basically none below the Earth Immortal level. Aside from looking pale-faced or having bronze-like complexions, these jiangshi were basically no different from ordinary humans of the Human Race. At this moment, each of them wore horrified expressions, baring their fangs as they watched Wei Long approach step by step, even cutting off everyone’s escape route.
The city was completely surrounded by Weak Water. Even above the city was a layer of misty vapor caused by the Weak Water. This place had completely become a dead city. No one could leave. The moment the city gate swung fully open, the jiangshi, with fierce, utterly inhuman cruelty in their eyes, charged toward Wei Long.
“Kill him!”
“There’s still time! The Weak Water hasn’t completely blocked the exit!”
“Quick! Kill!”
“Kill... kill... kill!”
A flicker of sorrow passed through Wei Long’s eyes. He whispered softly, “You were all once heroes of the entire Human Race, willing to sacrifice yourselves to come to this Netherworld, to open up a pure land for our countless people, a pure land where they could peacefully undergo the Cycle of Reincarnation. You endured the various scornful, disgusted, and fearful gazes of your clansmen. I admire you. When I learned of this, I felt ashamed I could not compare.”
As he spoke, Wei Long bowed deeply, as if completely unaware of the jiangshi charging over to take his life. The first wave that charged at him consisted of three jiangshi at the Celestial Immortal level. But just as they reached a point one zhang in front of Wei Long, they seemed to hit some invisible repulsive force. They were instantly flung back, falling into the surrounding Weak Water. After two screams, they completely sank beneath the surface.
Those behind seemed somewhat intimidated. In the eyes of some jiangshi, a strange, complicated light suddenly flickered—a remnant of their not yet extinguished humanity, their not yet completely forgotten original purpose. But then, Wei Long straightened his back, standing tall and straight like an ancient pine. His gaze burned as he looked at these jiangshi. His voice suddenly rose, becoming resounding: “But, no matter your reasons, no matter what compulsions you faced, you should not have pointed your swords at your own clansmen. During times of internal strife and external threats, to only slaughter the weak clansmen who trusted you from behind—you are unworthy of being called human! You are worse than beasts!”
As he spoke, the suppressed killing intent and murderous aura within him erupted without restraint, transforming into a whirlwind that forcibly pushed back the surrounding Weak Water for over ten zhang. Wei Long roared, “If no one will judge your crimes, then I will! If no one demands you pay the price for the countless billions of souls who died without return, then I will!”
Each sentence was like a blade plunging into the hearts of these jiangshi who were once human. One by one, the jiangshi began to retreat. Ripples of intangible force began to spread out from Wei Long’s sides. Within the Netherworld, a hundred-li-wide expanse of Righteous Aura of Heaven and Earth suddenly manifested, completely ignoring the Netherworld Energy that filled this place. Wei Long shouted fiercely, “Now, prepare to face judgment! Hah!”
With this shout, the Righteous Aura that had already spread throughout the entire city suddenly exploded. Within the city, any jiangshi whose cultivation was lower than that of a Luo Tian Upper Immortal clutched their heads in pain and fell to their knees. Wei Long strode into the city. What met his eyes were rows upon rows of small rooms resembling coffins. Each upright coffin contained a jiangshi. The closer to the center, the greater the distance between the coffins.
The coffins were no longer upright but lay flat on the ground. Even at the very center, there was a massive tomb resembling an emperor’s mausoleum. A jiangshi that looked no different from a human stood there. Wei Long’s desiccated flesh slowly recovered, becoming ruddy again. At that moment, an Earth Immortal-level jiangshi nearby, clutching its head, crawled over. It wailed, “Great Immortal, spare us! We were all forced into this! Great Immortal, please show mercy...”
Wei Long’s face remained expressionless. He stomped down, breaking the jiangshi’s neck. He uttered without emotion, “I am not the Human Emperor, nor am I Buddha.”
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This sudden eruption of the Righteous Aura of Heaven and Earth within the Netherworld was the absolute bane of these shadowy ghosts and un-dead. Apart from the Corpse King standing in the center, who looked no different from a human, the other Jiangshi knelt on the ground, clutching their heads and writhing. That thunderous shout directly propelled this righteous aura into their souls. Their spirits weren't instantly shattered only because Wei Long’s Confucian Dao cultivation was not profound enough.
As the Righteous Aura of Heaven and Earth touched the Corpse Qi and Yin Qi covering the Jiangshi bodies, constant, sharp hissing sounds erupted, like boiling oil splashed on skin. The lower their cultivation, the greater the harm suffered. Especially since cracks had already formed between their souls and their bodies. The agony in their souls overwhelmed them, leaving them powerless to even register the pain in their corpses. Wei Long held the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal in his left hand.
In his right hand, he gripped the Crystal Longsword. Swing after swing, he severed the heads of the Jiangshi. Streams of soul and spirit were constantly sucked into the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal from within the falling heads. Wei Long stared at the Corpse King, who watched his actions without any reaction. After a moment, Wei Long appeared ten zhang away in front of the Corpse King. Locking his gaze on the Corpse King's eyes, Wei Long said softly, "Humanity may perish, and the ghostly way may rise—who told you that? But I know this: that day will never come for you!"
The Corpse King remained silent. After a long while, it lifted its head, staring into Wei Long's eyes, its voice rasping, "This is the will of the Corpse Soul Patriarch. Even many senior elders of the Corpse Soul Sect agreed to this decision. I could do nothing. I don’t know how you, a living body, entered the Netherworld with your full cultivation intact. But with your strength, reversing this tide is impossible. Even that Ren Gui, who came here before you, could not. Human Great Golden Immortal-level masters are all observed by envoys of other races. None have the chance to send their soul and spirit into the Netherworld and survive. The last remaining Celestial Venerable of the Divine Race has already fallen into slumber. The tide has turned..."
Wei Long snorted, then laughed—a loud, wild laugh carrying the desperate audacity of one driven to a dead end. He laughed long enough for the stronger Jiangshi around them to begin recovering. The discord between their souls and bodies smoothed over. The erosion from the surrounding righteous aura became something they could forcibly endure. Minor skin and flesh wounds meant little to these Jiangshi.
The Jiangshi glared at Wei Long’s ruddy, intact living body with their dark green eyes full of savagery. To them, this flesh, brimming with vitality and energy, was the ultimate tonic. Finally, the first Jiangshi unable to resist the temptation charged. With a sweep of the Crystal Longsword in his hand, Wei Long lopped off its head. This act seemed to trigger a violent reaction.
Like an overwhelming tide, the Jiangshi became countless streaks of afterimages hurtling towards Wei Long. Laughing madly, Wei Long brandished his Crystal Longsword. With every strike of the impossibly sharp crystalline blade, a Jiangshi perished. Their souls were sucked straight into the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal clutched in his left hand. Wei Long’s wild laughter never ceased, as if he saw no stupidity in using his own flesh to grapple with these Jiangshi.
Within moments, over a thousand corpses piled up around Wei Long. Standing atop this mountain of animated dead, he continued to swing his sword relentlessly, seemingly venting a burning rage. After another pause, the remaining Jiangshi stopped their attack, silently encircling Wei Long in the center. His laughter abruptly ceased. Grief flickered in his eyes, but it was overwhelmed by determination and fury. He looked at the Corpse King, his voice ringing clear and strong: "I seek not eternal life, but peace of mind in this one!"
The Corpse King remained silent. Wei Long gave a cold laugh. "Do you find peace?"
The Corpse King stayed silent for a moment, then slowly shook its head. "If that’s all your strength permits, you cannot escape. Here dwell eight hundred Mysterious Corpses equal to Nine Heavens Mystic Immortals, ten thousand Celestial Corpses, two hundred thousand Earth Corpses. And I am the Corpse King, late-stage. The strength of one man cannot resist us. Even drowning you under sheer numbers would be possible! Even should my heart ache, it changes nothing! It affects the grand situation not at all! Do you understand?"
Wei Long glanced at the surrounding Jiangshi glaring at him with malicious, green-glowing eyes. A strangled laugh escaped him. Then, he flourished the Crystal Longsword in his hand, retracting it into his Dantian. He swept a gaze of utter disdain over the encircling Jiangshi. "I dared enter the Netherworld alone. Did you really think trash like this could hold me? Do you understand?"
The Corpse King shook its head. "Useless. You are not an immortal specializing in body refinement. Under the assault of so many Jiangshi, only if you possessed a Spiritual Treasure for protection could you emerge unscathed. True, that crystalline longsword is exceedingly sharp, but you are not a Martial Cultivator. Otherwise, even my body would likely struggle to withstand its edge. It’s a pity. You discarded your strength for weakness. All the passion in your heart is useless!"
Before it could finish, a formation diagram materialized in Wei Long’s right hand. A foot-wide diagram floated above his palm. Ten phantom flags of diverse designs shimmered upon it. The diagram felt like one complete entity. Upon appearing, an unparalleled, immense killing aura roared outwards—The Diagram of the Ten Absolute Arrays! Ten Extinctions! Ten deaths, no life! Non-life is death!
A trace of cruelty surfaced in Wei Long's eyes; a cold smirk touched his lips. "Seems the memories of being human have left you. For a Formation Master, besieging them equals seeking your own demise. Never heard that saying? For a Grandmaster of Formations such as I, it’s best not to incur my wrath. Did your Master never teach you that?"
As he spoke, the Diagram of the Ten Absolute Arrays vanished from his hand. The earth began to tremble. Ten formation banners, soaring ten thousand zhang high, erupted from the ground instantaneously. The land for ten thousand miles in every direction was entirely enveloped within the Ten Absolute Formation. Immense killing aura saturated every inch of space. An invisible pressure transformed the thousand-mile radius, making it feel like the crushing depths of the ocean. Utterly overwhelming force pressed in from all sides.
Below the level of Mysterious Corpses, every Jiangshi was pinned in place, unable to move. As the Mysterious Corpses prepared to resist the pressure, the oppressive power within the space surged a hundredfold. Worse, it began increasing geometrically. Even the Corpse King felt its movement suppressed. Its prized speed was reduced by ninety-nine percent. Now, when it looked at Wei Long, its gaze became profoundly different.
Wei Long’s face was icy, the killing intent in his eyes so thick it was almost tangible. "This formation is named Ten Absolute: Ten Deaths, No Life. Only overwhelming power can break it. It’s a heaven-grade ten-level formation, capable at its zenith of striking down Great Golden Immortals. Its attribute is the Earthly Pole of the Dual Extremities. Here, in the Extremity of the Earth, its power peaks. Compared to the Earth Immortal Realm, its potency is amplified over ten thousand fold. Though it may not reach its pinnacle state now, reducing this entire city to dust remains effortless!"
The surrounding pressure intensified relentlessly. Even before the formation began its true activation, Jiangshi beneath the level of Earth Corpses succumbed. Their bodies were crushed and exploded by the immense pressure. The so-called tactic of numbers? Utterly meaningless against a Formation Master. Especially one whose skill is high enough to fuse formation plates and banners into a high-grade whole. Such encirclement holds no meaning. Let alone when the Ten Extinctions Formation Plate and the Formation Banners had already merged into one, transformed into the advanced Diagram of the Ten Absolute Arrays.
A mere thought, and this supreme lethal formation could be deployed instantly. Wei Long took a deep breath, staring at the Corpse King. "Now, do you still think it useless?"
The Corpse King gazed upon the ten, ten-thousand-zhang banners piercing the sky. Immense killing aura radiated from them. A lethal formation? An absolutely supreme lethal formation? The term felt utterly inadequate. The pressure surrounding its body grew heavier. Its speed was thoroughly capped. The formation began activating from the outermost edges. Brutal and deadly anomalies manifested. Everything within the ten-thousand-mile radius dissolved into dust instantly under the formation’s power, absorbed into the Ten Absolute Formation.
Even the faint vapors of Weak Water above the city were directly refined and absorbed by the Ten Absolute Formation, strengthening itself. The Weak Water in the surrounding moat slowly diminished, refined and merged into the formation’s power. The Corpse King gave a bitter smile, sitting down on the ground, looking at Wei Long. "Long ago, I declared betrayal against the entire Human Race was folly. But none listened. I, too, was banished to these borderlands. Alas, a wrong cannot be unmade. Aiding tyranny is a wrong. Standing idle is a wrong. As you said, those sins are beyond my cleansing. As you said, my heart is uneasy! Yet, before the end, I wish to know: who are you?"
Wei Long looked upon the Corpse King with a touch of pity, his voice soft. "I am the sage Hunyuan. Remember it well."
As he finished speaking, the formation began shifting. Extremely chaotic energy upheavals manifested within the bounded space. The corpses of the Jiangshi disintegrated one by one into dust. Their souls were sucked into the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal. In the blink of an eye, ashes to ashes, dust to dust. Facing the volatile energy swirling around it, the Corpse King offered Wei Long a final bitter smile. "After your return to the Earth Immortal Realm, convey this to my Master: The Earth Immortal Realm’s First Martial Artist, Dugu. His disciple, Jueqing, has failed his hopes."
With that, the Corpse King uttered a low shout. Its Corpse King form instantly crumbled to dust. Its soul vanished into the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal. Wei Long's eyes held exhaustion and deep sorrow. Brother turning against brother; kin slaughtering kin — it stood as one of life's profound tragedies. Had matters not reached this dire point, how could Wei Long have found the will to annihilate those who had abandoned their natural lives to embrace the Netherworld? Around him, savage energies ran rampant, flashing and erupting like relentless bursts of hauntingly beautiful fireworks.
Everything within the city walls was obliterated by the Ten Absolute Formation. Even the Weak Water moat surrounding it was swallowed by the formation, refined and incorporated into its own terrifying power. Wei Long observed the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal in his grasp. Shackled upon the Sin-Severing Cliff within it, the figures had swelled to over two hundred thousand. Countless bodies, dense like swarming ants, were bound to the mountainside with black chains. Wei Long murmured to himself, "Wrong is wrong. Sin is sin. Deeds once done demand their price. But the cost? That is beyond any of your abilities to amend... beyond all repair!"
Wei Long focused his will, preparing to withdraw the Ten Absolute Formation. But then, abruptly, he lost control over the arrays. His brow furrowed. He flashed away, appearing beyond the formation's edge. The very next instant, freed from its master’s control, the Ten Absolute Formation suddenly erupted at full magnitude. Brutal, chaotic energy raged through every inch of the vast space. An intangible current of baleful aura and
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