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"Brother Long, you're actually here too!" Before the words even finished, a greasy, shiny forehead entered Wei Long's field of view first. A mountain of trembling fat forcefully invaded Wei Long's sight. When this figure smiled, all its fat jiggled. Wei Long was speechless. Who else could it be but that fellow Gan Hongming.
As soon as Gan Hongming appeared, he squinted his small eyes and instantly appeared beside Wei Long. He grabbed Wei Long and started flying towards the Tiansha Sect's encampment, all the while chattering nonstop: "Brother Long, ah, I never expected to see you again so soon! I already told you, if you're looking for Tianjing Sand, you can just come directly to the Tiansha Sect. Come on, I've just caught a few sand snakes. They are tender and chewy, very good. Perfect for you to try!"
While talking, Gan Hongming's small eyes glanced at the large crater on the ground. His pupils contracted slightly. This guy was a great master of the Divine Soul Realm. How could he not know what just happened? This was clearly coming to stir up trouble. As he pulled Wei Long towards the Tiansha Sect encampment, he also sent a voice transmission to the Tiansha Sect's Grand Elder and Second Elder: "What are you doing, what are you doing? So what if he smashed your mountain gate? My brother Long also helped you wipe out a bunch of demon beasts! I ask you, did the people of your Tiansha Sect become muddle-headed after old Jun died?"
Simultaneously, he transmitted to Wei Long: "Brother Long, do me, Old Gan, a favor. I had some friendship with their original, now deceased, sect leader. Don’t bother with them. Besides, don't you still need Tianjing Sand? After Old Jun died, the Tiansha Sect is just left with a bunch of cowards. Why waste your energy with them?"
As soon as Gan Hongming, this troublemaker, appeared, the Tiansha Sect people wilted. The Grand Elder wore a slight smile, looking completely detached as if it had nothing to do with him. The Second Elder, however, had a gloomy face, looking as unpleasant as if he had swallowed two flies, but he didn't say a word. Those surrounding Wei Long also looked at Gan Hongming with awe, not daring to show even a hint of killing intent.
Wei Long looked at Gan Hongming and gave a nearly imperceptible nod. He indeed didn't want to waste time with these guys anymore. Wei Long could see it now. The Grand Elder was just an old nice guy, offending no one. The Second Elder always acted like those who obeyed would prosper and those who resisted would perish, and he also held grudges fiercely. Wei Long was just about to secretly finish off that Second Elder. Why bother? Just kill him directly.
But now, being pulled along by Gan Hongming as they flew inside, and seeing the Second Elder look like he had witnessed his wife cheating on him but dared not say a word, Wei Long felt much more satisfied. For this kind of old thing, making him suffer like this was even more enjoyable than killing him directly. So, Wei Long went along with Gan Hongming's intention and flew toward the Tiansha Sect encampment.
Seeing the killing intent fade from Wei Long's eyes, Gan Hongming secretly let out a sigh of relief. This guy might seem like a glutton, but who could be a fool to cultivate to this level? Moreover, he had just witnessed Wei Long successfully overcome his tribulation, yet Wei Long's cultivation seemed terrifyingly low and unclear. When he saw Wei Long, Gan Hongming had already decided to befriend him. But he also had ties with the Tiansha Sect here. Sitting by and watching the two sides come to blows, regardless of who got hurt, he couldn't just stand idly by. Besides, Gan Hongming felt that the one to die definitely wouldn't be Wei Long.
Watching Wei Long, who had just smashed their mountain gate, now swaggering into their encampment, the Tiansha Sect people looked at each other, but under the pressure from Gan Hongming, they dared not say anything. After Wei Long and Gan Hongming disappeared from sight, a Stellar Condensation Stage expert flew to the Second Elder's side. Looking at the Second Elder whose face was so dark it seemed water could drip from it, he said nervously, "Second Elder, are we just going to let it go? Wasn't that person just a Golden Core Formation Stage rogue cultivator? How does he know Elder Gan?"
Once he finished speaking, the Second Elder glared at him sideways and slapped him. He growled, "How did you idiots investigate? A person of unknown origin appears at our Tiansha Sect, and you still haven't clarified their specific identity? Useless!" After saying this, he shot a glance at the Grand Elder, who was smiling silently to the side, snorted coldly, turned, and flew away.
After the Second Elder and his people had flown off, the Grand Elder, who had been smiling silently all along, suddenly murmured to himself softly, "Old friend, did you find out that young man's identity?"
A low voice suddenly came from the void beside him: "The specific identity is unclear. He should be from the Southern Crow Country in the forbidden zone. Jun Qianxiao went to the Southern Crow Country for a while. His specific cultivation level also cannot be determined. Last time he seemed to be at the Golden Core Formation Stage, this time he seems to be at the Nascent Soul Stage. It's as if a layer of mist shrouds him. But based on my feeling, he bears no ill will towards our Tiansha Sect."
The Grand Elder revealed a slight smile: "Yes, I carefully examined Qianxiao's injuries. His Innate Sword Embryo had shattered once before but was forcibly reassembled by a powerful expert with great divine ability. Although it looks damaged, given time, it will surely become even more formidable than before. It seems Qianxiao met a powerful expert within that forbidden zone! He has matured a lot compared to before."
Then, another voice came from the void: "Should we..."
Before the voice could finish, the Grand Elder directly interrupted it and whispered, "No need. Qianxiao still needs to grow to truly succeed as sect leader. Let things take their natural course. We should not interfere, especially you all. Just watch for now. Has the cause of Senior Brother Jun's death been clarified?"
The previous low voice reappeared: "Not yet confirmed. With my ability, I cannot stay at the center of the Tianjing Desert for long."
The Grand Elder sighed and said, "Forget it. This Earth Vein Upheaval was just as sudden as before. You all should continue guarding there. If absolutely necessary, you will be notified."
As soon as the Grand Elder's words fell, several obscure ripples in the air flashed and vanished. The Grand Elder then turned to a Soul Refining Stage initial-level expert behind him and said, "Find an opportunity to meet with that young man. Don't let anyone discover it."
On the other side, Wei Long was forcefully dragged by Gan Hongming to a courtyard within the Tiansha Sect encampment. Wei Long looked helplessly at Gan Hongming and said, "I say, Old Gan, what act are you putting on? I don't even have a Nascent Soul, yet you're afraid I'll kill that so-called Second Elder? I'd be lucky if I weren't chopped to pieces by a flurry of swords!"
Gan Hongming grunted as he sat down on a stone stool. He flipped his hand and took out two wine pots, tossing one to Wei Long. Rolling his eyes, he said, "You're being dishonest. If I hadn't seen you overcome your tribulation, I really would have been fooled by you. 'Don't even have a Nascent Soul'? Have you ever seen a Golden Core Formation Stage cultivator remain unfazed when surrounded by several Stellar Condensation and Soul Refining Stage people? If you're going to pretend, do it better! This is my treasured Profound Ice Brew. It's a specialty of the Huangqi Country's snowy plains. You can't get it in the Baolong Kingdom! Try it!"
Wei Long chuckled twice and directly ignored the first half of Gan Hongming's sentence. His having no Nascent Soul was the truth. No matter how high his cultivation became in the future, he would never have one. Wei Long couldn't be bothered putting on an act for Gan Hongming anymore. In front of these experts who had manifested their Primordial Spirit, except for enemies, Wei Long also felt that overdoing the act was pointless.
Taking the jade wine pot, a wave of cold air immediately seeped from the pot into his body. Wei Long couldn't help but shiver. He took a swig. It was like swallowing a block of profound ice, but immediately after, a surge of heat rose from his abdomen. Wei Long opened his mouth, and a white vapor slowly drifted out. He smacked his lips and said, "Not bad! Not bad! This is good stuff!"
Gan Hongming squinted his eyes and smiled smugly. Just as he was about to speak, Wei Long drifted over another sentence: "It's just too little..." All the fat on Gan Hongming's body suddenly trembled, and the wine pot in his hand instantly disappeared. Wei Long immediately slapped his thigh and roared with laughter. Only then did Gan Hongming realize he had been tricked...
On the other side, the Second Elder, having returned to his own courtyard, felt more and more uneasy the more he thought about it. At first, when Wei Long and Jun Qianxiao returned to the Tiansha Sect together, he really hadn't paid much attention. But last time, he sent the Sand Marten to assassinate Wei Long, only to seriously injure Jun Qianxiao while Wei Long remained completely unharmed. After the Sand Marten returned, it couldn't explain clearly either. This time, he finally had a chance to obliterate Wei Long, but Gan Hongming suddenly intervened, acting very familiar with Wei Long and even treating him as an equal.
This made the Second Elder find it utterly incredible. He secretly pondered what Wei Long's identity really was. He had also secretly probed Wei Long's cultivation level. Although it seemed a bit unclear, it was roughly Golden Core Formation Stage. But precisely because of this, the Second Elder became even more conflicted. After pacing back and forth in his room for a long time, the Second Elder's pair of slanted, upturned eyes suddenly glared, and he walked towards the back courtyard.
After passing through two Formations, the Second Elder respectfully addressed a small hut: "Senior, this junior has something to report. May I have an audience?"
A moment later, the door of the small hut ahead slowly opened. A hoarse, aged voice drifted out: "What is it? Speak."
The Second Elder was taken aback. This person wouldn't even let him inside. Recalling Gan Hongming's attitude towards Wei Long and all the events so far, the Second Elder guessed that Wei Long was someone secretly sent by another sect to support Jun Qianxiao's rise to power. The most likely possibility was that the Xianta Sect wanted to meddle in their sect's affairs while their sect leader had just died. Whether it was to test the waters or for some other reason, eliminating Wei Long was already an urgent matter. Thinking this, the Second Elder secretly suppressed the anger in his heart.
He bowed towards the small hut and said, "It's like this, Senior. A rogue cultivator, at most at the Nascent Soul Stage, destroyed the mountain gate of our Tiansha Sect. Moreover, he possesses a Treasure Artifact. More importantly, Elder Gan Hongming of the Xianta Sect is protecting him. Although I, your junior, am resentful, I dare not speak out. I wish to ask Senior to take action. This junior offers an Upper-Grade Spiritual Artifact as thanks."
The Second Elder directly stated that Wei Long was a rogue cultivator with no backing and low strength, at most having a powerful master. He also deliberately pointed out that Wei Long possessed a Treasure Artifact to entice the person inside the hut to act. If the person inside acted, absolutely no one would know. A moment later, a voice came from inside the hut: "Is this true?"
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After discussing secretly in the small room for a long time, Second Elder and the person inside reached an agreement. That person would secretly eliminate Wei Long. All of Wei Long's belongings would belong to that person, including the seal-type Treasure Artifact. Since it was currently the period of beast rampage, they could just blame the beasts for it.
On the other side, Gan Hongming was probably afraid Wei Long would covet his collection of spirit wine. He went off early to meditate and cultivate. Wei Long lay alone on a lounge chair, taking occasional small sips of his Profound Ice Brew. Here, Wei Long wasn't worried about anyone from Tiansha Sect daring to spy on him.
Suddenly, Wei Long's expression shifted. Curled up on the lounge chair, he lazily said, "Since you're here, come on out. If you have something to say, say it quickly. I finally managed to get some peace to drink!" At the same time, he extended his Divine Sense, shaping it into a sharp spike that stabbed toward the ground ahead.
The person beneath the ground was caught off guard. He let out a muffled grunt from this Spiritual Sense attack. The next moment, a middle-aged man in a yellow sand robe abruptly appeared before Wei Long. His gaze toward Wei Long carried a hint of wariness as he said softly, "Our Grand Elder wishes to invite Mr. Long for a chat!"
Wei Long took a sip of wine, lifted his eyelids slightly, and said languidly, "I'm not a member of your Tiansha Sect. He's your Grand Elder, not mine. Why should I go see him? Is there anything else? If not, don't disturb someone's enjoyment of drinking!"
The cultivator opposite him choked for a moment, a spark of anger naturally rising in his heart. But remembering the Grand Elder's words and seeing Wei Long's obvious disregard for him, he grew even more apprehensive. His tone became slightly more respectful as he spoke again. "It's regarding Tianjing Sand! If Mr. Long has time, you can come by. The Grand Elder awaits your esteemed presence at any time! Farewell!"
After saying that, the cultivator burrowed into the ground again and vanished. Wei Long raised an eyebrow, revealing a slight smile. He casually put the wine jug into his Storage Ring. He thought to himself, "That Grand Elder who always acted like a kindly old man offending no one—what does the old guy want with me? Using Tianjing Sand as a pretext... Would I have ignored him if I'd known earlier?"
After a brief moment of thought, Wei Long stood up. With a flicker, he disappeared from where he was, hiding in mid-air. He concealed all his aura and felt the subtle, disharmonious ripple of spiritual energy emitted when that cultivator burrowed into the ground. He followed it closely.
Following that guy, turning east and west, they traveled over a hundred miles before arriving at a cluster of wooden huts built from ironwood.
Watching that person stealthily emerge from the ground, take out a token, wave it at the Formation ahead, and disappear into the Formation, Wei Long grinned. "So this is that so-called Grand Elder's residence, huh? He even set up a Fifth Tier Formation, a bit more advanced than Tiansha Sect's mountain-protecting Formation array. Tsk tsk..." Muttering to himself, Wei Long charged straight into that Formation.
As soon as he entered, the scene before his eyes abruptly changed. Whirling yellow sand tornadoes filled the sky, carrying sand-blade winds rolling toward Wei Long. Wei Long's expression remained unchanged. These were all illusions conjured by the Illusion Array. An Illusion Array of this level couldn't yet produce illusions that could attack directly.
Wei Long gave it a quick glance. Under his feet, he stepped in strange patterns, moving forward and back erratically. Yet, his figure moved weirdly, like a bolt of lightning, charging straight ahead.
A moment later, the scene before his eyes changed drastically. It became a jungle full of towering trees. Dozens of small wooden huts were scattered among the trees. In the center of the woods, faint ripples of light could be seen—there was clearly a small lake.
Wei Long curled his lip, thinking to himself, "This old fellow sure knows how to enjoy himself. He actually created a forest in the middle of this desert. That little lake must be underground river water drawn up by piercing the earth vein directly!"
Wei Long rose and flew toward the interior. But just as he flew halfway, he heard an aged voice slowly drifting over. "I wonder which esteemed master has arrived. This old Taoist failed to welcome you properly. Please reveal yourself!"
Wei Long showed a trace of surprise. Is this old guy at the Soul Refining Stage? How did he discover me? But Wei Long still generously revealed his form. With one movement, he appeared before a small hut by the lakeside. He laughed and said, "The Grand Elder's cultivation is indeed profound. I just entered and the Grand Elder already detected me. This junior is Long Wei. I dare not claim to be any esteemed master. May I ask why the Grand Elder sought this junior?"
As soon as Wei Long finished speaking, the door of a small hut by the lake slowly opened. The Grand Elder of Tiansha Sect walked out with a smile. Following behind him was precisely the middle-aged man who had delivered the message to Wei Long earlier. However, at this moment, the middle-aged man looked at Wei Long with an utterly incredulous, ghost-seeing expression. The Grand Elder, however, said with a smile, "Young friend, you are too modest. If this old Taoist hadn't spent hundreds of years within this forest, becoming intimately familiar with every plant and tree here, I'm afraid I truly wouldn't have noticed young friend. And in this old Taoist's opinion, young friend's age is probably less than a hundred years, right? To already possess such cultivation and divine abilities at such an age, this old Taoist is quite ashamed!"
Wei Long grunted inwardly. Don't all old fellows who've lived long have this bad habit? Not getting to the point first, instead spouting nonsense, and even when discussing serious matters, they talk in riddles. Wei Long avoided answering directly and asked straightforwardly, "Grand Elder didn't summon this junior just to praise me a few times, did he? If there's nothing else, this junior will take his leave!"
The middle-aged man behind the Grand Elder suddenly widened his eyes, about to speak. But the Grand Elder waved a hand to stop him. He smiled and said, "Young friend, please don't blame me. This old Taoist is getting on in years, can't compare to you young people's impatience!" As he spoke, the Grand Elder flipped his hand. A fist-sized, pebble-like object appeared in his palm. He directly tossed it to Wei Long and said, "This piece of Tianjing Sand is a gift for you, young friend. This old Taoist asked you to come precisely for this matter!"
Wei Long caught the Tianjing Sand. He secretly inspected it. There was nothing unusual. Apart from the quantity being insufficient for his needs, it was indeed just a piece of artifact refining material. Yet Wei Long grew puzzled. This old fellow was giving him a high-tier artifact refining material for no reason, without saying anything. Unsolicited kindness is never sincere—either theft or deception. Nonetheless, Wei Long directly stored the Tianjing Sand in his Storage Ring. He addressed the Grand Elder, "If there's something, just say it directly. I'm not accustomed to you people beating around the bush!"
But the Grand Elder shook his head with a smile. "There is nothing else. It's just that young friend needs Tianjing Sand, and this old Taoist happens to have a piece I cannot use. I give it to you, young friend, as thanks for your care of Qianxiao."
Wei Long was utterly confused by this old guy. He said to the Grand Elder, "In that case, this junior bids farewell!" After speaking, he directly transformed into a streak of light and vanished.
After Wei Long left, the Grand Elder smiled and said to the cultivator behind him, "What do you think of that young man?"
That cultivator thought for a moment and said, "Young, impulsive, arrogant."
But a wise light flickered in the Grand Elder's eyes. He shook his head with a smile. "One must not judge things merely by appearance. You only need to know that this young man is unfathomable and bears no ill will toward Qianxiao or our Tiansha Sect. Moreover, based on my art of judging people, this young man is definitely not yet fifty years old! And if a fight broke out, you might not necessarily be his match. Do you understand?"
As soon as the Grand Elder's words fell, the cultivator behind him wore an expression of utter shock. He stammered, "Not yet fifty? Already comparable to the Stellar Condensation Stage? How is that possible!"
Meanwhile, Wei Long quietly returned to Gan Hongming's courtyard. But his mind couldn't quite wrap around it. Tianjing Sand was considered a Ninth Tier material. Though ordinary Artifact Refiners basically had no use for it, making it seem somewhat useless, this old fellow giving him a piece of Tianjing Sand for no reason made Wei Long feel the world had changed a bit. It was like walking on the street and having someone stuff a wad of red bills into your arms! Moreover, this was the Cultivation World!
Not long after Wei Long sat down, another subtle, disharmonious ripple came from beneath the ground. Wei Long said irritably, "Who is it this time? If you have something to say, say it quickly!"
Before Wei Long's words even faded, a gaunt figure appeared ahead. He addressed Wei Long, "By order of Second Elder, to inform you of a matter. Ten thousand miles northwest of Tiansha Sect's territory, Tianjing Sand has appeared due to Earth Vein Upheaval! And it coincides with the beast rampage. The sect cannot dispatch personnel, and there is no stock within the sect. We can only inform you. You may go gather it yourself. We hope for your understanding!"
After saying that, the person vanished on the spot. Wei Long was even more baffled now. That Grand Elder acted like a kindly old man; taking the initiative to show goodwill was somewhat understandable. But that Second Elder was consistently domineering, holding grudges over the smallest slights—he actually would also do something like taking the initiative to show goodwill? To Wei Long, this seemed like a weasel paying New Year's respects to a chicken—with no good intentions.
Even the messenger had a dead-fish face. His 'goodwill' felt like someone owed him money. However, the matter of Tianjing Sand couldn't wait. Even counting the fist-sized piece the Grand Elder gave, he was still short by half. This news was probably true. Wei Long could confirm it by asking anyone casually. But what exactly was the purpose of that gloomy Second Elder telling him this news?
After pondering for a while, Wei Long couldn't be bothered to think about it anymore. As long as the news was true, that was enough. Having just advanced to the First Revolution Great Dao Golden Core, Wei Long was confident he could escape danger from ordinary experts. But this Earth Vein Upheaval, with the earth churning, meant the place where Tianjing Sand appeared might vanish at any moment. If he wanted to gather Tianjing Sand later, it would depend entirely on luck.
Wei Long thought for a moment, then decided not to worry about it. Even if it was a trap now, Wei Long had to jump in. Gathering enough Tianjing Sand was the top priority. As for other matters, he'd deal with them as they came. Besides, having just advanced, Wei Long had this confidence. Even if it was a trap, who would end up buried was still a question!
With his mind settled, Wei Long directly transformed into a streak of light and flew toward the northwest of Tiansha Sect. Meanwhile, inside a small hut, a shadowy figure suddenly opened his eyes. Beneath the sands outside Tiansha Sect, a sand snake emerged, hissing from its mouth.
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Having concealed his form, Wei Long flew out of the Tiansha Sect and casually cast a Detection Art. Instantly, everything with spiritual energy fluctuations within a thousand-mile radius appeared in his mind. He stood high in the sky, looked down at the endless stretch of sand below, and muttered softly, "Why are there so many snake-type monsters? They're so annoying!"
Most snake-type monsters possessed the basic Heat Sense Imaging skill, while the slightly more advanced ones had Life Sense Imaging. These were practically the bane of his invisibility art. Unless Wei Long's level was completely above that monster's, using his Concealing Breath Technique and Invisibility Art would still make him stand out like a light bulb.
Wei Long had deliberately flown up to a height of a thousand zhang to avoid being detected by the snake-type monsters hidden in the sand below. After identifying a direction, he transformed into a streak of light and sped away. Beneath him, a series of rustling sounds rapidly spread into the distance across the sandy ground.
Perhaps due to the turmoil of the Earth Vein Qi, this monotonous yellow desert now had some smooth giant rocks and moist soil churned up from underground. Some refining materials and Spirit Stones buried deep underground had also been overturned onto the surface.
After flying just a few thousand miles, Wei Long suddenly stopped. Since his advancement, his Heaven-Man Resonance had become much more sensitive and nuanced than before. The further he traveled northwest of the Tiansha Sect, the more he felt his mind and spirit stirring. This was a warning not to proceed in that direction.
Wei Long stood mid-air, gazing thoughtfully in that direction. The information the Second Elder sent someone to tell him probably wasn't false, but he was definitely digging a pit for Wei Long to jump into. It was an open scheme: if Wei Long didn't want the Tianjing Sand or was too scared to go, no one was forcing him. But Wei Long knew exactly how rare Tianjing Sand was. Letting it slip by was simply impossible.
Without the best material, Nine Heavens Resting Soil, to evolve the earth within the Cosmic Ring, Tianjing Sand was the bare minimum requirement. If he missed this chance, Wei Long wasn't sure when he'd encounter it again. Besides, the fist-sized piece he already had counted as half; roughly the same amount more would be enough.
After pondering mid-air in his concealed state for a while, Wei Long decided that even if a trap was set ahead, he still had to go. But for now, he needed to prepare. He had gathered quite a few high-grade materials in the Tianjing Desert recently. It was time to upgrade the Ten Absolute Formation. Most were earth-attribute materials, which could also boost the power of the Sky-Shrouding Seal a bit. Then there was the several-hundred-zhang-long corpse of that seventh-tier Giant Rock Python. That was also a good item; he couldn't just let it rot in the Storage Ring.
Having made up his mind, Wei Long changed direction and flew north, where there were almost no monsters. After flying over ten thousand li, he used his Detection Art to scan the area. There were no monsters below, and hardly any living creatures within a thousand-mile radius.
Wei Long descended towards the ground. Upon touching the earth, he used Earth Escape to burrow underground. Only after reaching a depth of a hundred zhang, surrounded by solid rock, did he focus his mind. He dragged the rock within a several-zhang radius around him into the Ten Absolute Formation, grinding it to dust. Looking at this small space only a few zhang wide, Wei Long nodded. With a wave of his hand, he scattered dozens of Top-Grade Spirit Stones. His hands danced, and he continuously formed hand seals directed at the surrounding space. Moments later, a concealment and defense formation took shape.
Satisfied, Wei Long nodded again. He sat cross-legged on the ground, focused his mind, and a palm-sized small disk appeared. Ten banners of various shapes and colors were inserted into it, emitting an unmistakable murderous aura. Wei Long clicked his tongue, "Just refining that one pool of Essence Blood from Demon Monarch Li Tian was equivalent to slaughtering tens of thousands of low-level cultivators. This guy's killing aura is way too heavy! After advancing two more times, I'll go to the Lingxiao Sect's outpost and refine that section of Demon Monarch Li Tian's thigh as well. I wonder how that scatterbrained Jade Sheep is doing..."
He tossed the Ten Absolute Formation's Formation Disk and Formation Banners into the air. The banners detached from the disk autonomously. Wei Long formed a hand seal with both hands, opened his mouth, and exhaled a circle of grayish, misty flame about the size of a human head, enveloping both the disk and the banners. He continuously formed hand seals. The Ten Absolute Formation's disk and banners gradually began to emit a hazy, faint light, and a fierce, violent aura spread outwards. Seeing this, Wei Long thought to himself it was about right. Using his Divine Sense to control his Storage Ring, he directed piece after piece of the various high-grade materials he had collected to continuously enter that flame. Under the flame's burning, they slowly melted into streams of liquid, merging into the Ten Absolute Formation's disk or banners.
Seven days later, Wei Long abruptly retracted his hand seals. The floating flame before him dissipated accordingly. A new Ten Absolute Formation emerged: a disk resembling black jade, with ten radiant, colorful banners inserted into it. He had continuously output True Essence for seven days, yet Wei Long still appeared energetic, even having recovered most of the loss automatically. The Qi Refiner characteristic of having a long and enduring energy flow finally showed itself a bit. And Wei Long, whose energy flow was freakishly long, was even more monstrous. Refining an Upper-Grade Spiritual Artifact-level Formation Disk and banners, continuously outputting Pill Flame and forming refining seals for seven days, yet he seemed completely unaffected.
Another half a month passed. Wei Long integrated a large amount of earth-attribute materials into the Sky-Shrouding Seal. The Seal's grade was now just one step away from being a Treasure Artifact, but its power was no less than that of an ordinary Low-Grade Treasure Artifact. At this point, Wei Long stopped. However, he hesitated about the Giant Rock Python's corpse. It would be a pity to simply dismember it for materials. Refining it into a puppet for protection was the best choice. But refining such a massive body, hundreds of zhang long, into a puppet wasn't a task for a day or two. Moreover, staying here made it too conspicuous a target.
After some thought, Wei Long temporarily gave up on processing the Giant Rock Python's corpse. Nearly a month had passed since leaving the Tiansha Sect. Even if the Second Elder were truly foolish enough to have people waiting there, they'd been left hanging for a month. The Ten Absolute Formation was upgraded to Upper-Grade Spiritual Artifact level; it could grind down a single Soul Refining Stage cultivator to death within it. Plus, he had the Sky-Shrouding Seal for protection. Wei Long thought about it and saw no reason to hold back anymore. Obtaining the Tianjing Sand was the key.
Emerging from the ground, Wei Long instinctively concealed his form and aura, flying towards the rumored location of the Tianjing Sand. Upon arriving, he operated the Extreme Vision Technique from a thousand zhang high up. The environment below for hundreds of miles had drastically changed. Rocks and damp soil, worn down by underground rivers over many years, had replaced the original desert. There were also small lakes of various sizes. This was clearly the area most severely affected by the Earth Vein Qi turmoil, where the deep underground layers had been turned over. Such a place was extremely likely to have Tianjing Sand.
Wei Long cast a Detection Art. Within a thousand-mile radius, there were only a few low-level monsters and, more importantly, no snake-type monsters. By now, Wei Long could be said to deeply despise snake-type monsters. This time, he specifically manifested the Detection Art's function to display refining materials and even extended the Detection Art's reach a hundred zhang deep underground.
After a few breaths, the detailed situation below appeared in his mind. Within a thousand-mile radius, there were three sources of energy fluctuations belonging to Ninth Tier materials, meaning Tianjing Sand. That indicated three locations had Ninth Tier materials, though he didn't know if any were Tianjing Sand.
He checked two locations in a row; neither had Tianjing Sand. At the final location, just as Wei Long took out the Tianjing Sand and held it in his hand, a second-tier sand rat, about the size of a house cat, suddenly emerged from the ground ahead. An invisible, powerful will emanated from the sand rat. Wei Long's eyebrow twitched, and the Sky-Shrouding Seal appeared in his hand. That kind of will... a seventh-tier Great Demon!
But suddenly, the sand rat spoke human words, though its voice was extremely stiff, "Human cultivator, that rock-headed stinky snake ran to your tribulation site by itself asking for death. We can ignore that. But you must return that stinky snake's body to us! Then all other matters can be wiped clean!"
Wei Long's eyes shifted. He thought to himself, "How did these guys find me? So it's these ground rats! And they want the Giant Rock Python's corpse? Since when did Demon Cultivators learn to negotiate? I thought after stealthily killing that Great Demon, there were no other Great Demons in the Tianjing Desert, with no reaction at all. Does that mean those hundreds of thousands of monsters that besieged the Tiansha Sect were because of this?"
But this monster was too single-minded, wasn't it? Return the body, and all other grudges are completely wiped clean. Wasn't that clearly telling Wei Long there was something fishy about that Giant Rock Python's corpse? Something that could make Demon Cultivators, who usually revered strength above all, learn to negotiate? And with someone like him, who appeared to only be at the Golden Core Formation Stage. Wei Long nearly laughed out loud. These monsters were too adorable. Thinking this, Wei Long couldn't help but burst into laughter. He said, "Since when do Demon Cultivators practice Mind Transmission Arts? Oh, I see. You must be a big rat, so you can use Mind Transmission Arts with these little rats. You want the Giant Rock Python's corpse? Sure, no problem!"
As soon as Wei Long finished speaking, the sand rat clearly froze for a moment, not expecting Wei Long to agree so readily. But the next moment, a seal the size of a millstone suddenly appeared above its head and instantly smashed the sand rat into pulp. Wei Long scoffed, "Idiot. Since you told this young master there's something valuable enough for you to offer a deal, you think I'd still return it? Even as a monster, you shouldn't be so straightforward!"
Putting away the Sky-Shrouding Seal, Wei Long got up and sped away into the distance. His current location was exposed; it was likely a Great Demon was now personally on its way here. But as soon as Wei Long took flight, a violent oppressive force pressed down on him from mid-air. A sinister, furious roar came through, "Brat! You actually made me wait here for you for a whole month!"
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Wei Long, who had just taken flight, was forcibly pressed down from the air by a pressure directly bearing down on him. Caught off guard, Wei Long's expression turned ugly. He looked up at the sky, where a patch of space slightly distorted. Then, a grim-faced old man appeared out of thin air, his gaze fixed on Wei Long with undisguised killing intent.
Wei Long's face darkened as he cursed inwardly, "When the hell did I offend another expert who manifested a Primordial Spirit? And it's an expert from the Demonic Path too. Hmm, this guy couldn't be from the Corpse Soul Sect, could he? No, that's not right. I don't smell that corpse stench. Wait, this guy said he's been waiting here for me for a month? That would be right after I left the Tiansha Sect. The Tiansha Sect's Second Elder! Where did that old turtle find a Divine Transformation Stage expert to chase me? Damn it!"
But right now, Wei Long had no time to think about how the Second Elder managed to find a mid-stage Divine Transformation expert to hunt him down and even camp here for a month. Wei Long was only thinking about how to escape. Having just finished his tribulation, his biggest means of deterring Divine Transformation Stage experts was gone. This was another great expert who had manifested a Primordial Spirit. Wei Long felt extremely frustrated. From the beginning until now, every Divine Transformation Stage expert he encountered was a great expert who manifested a Primordial Spirit. He hadn't seen a single early-stage one.
Looking at the grim-faced old man high in the sky, Wei Long instantly put on a surprised expression without thinking. "Senior, have you mistaken me for someone else? This junior hasn't even reached the Nascent Soul stage. My master is the Rogue Cultivator Wuyazi of Mount Wu Liang. Could there be some misunderstanding?"
While saying this, Wei Long secretly assessed his surroundings, figuring out how to flee. He couldn't fight this old monster now. Wei Long casually fabricated a non-existent master to buy time. Sure enough, the Old Demon paused when he heard Wei Long seriously name a master with both a mountain and a Daoist title. He frowned and thought for a long time but couldn't recall any information about this Wuyazi.
Wei Long still hadn't figured out how to escape. The most annoying thing about great experts who manifested a Primordial Spirit was their teleportation skill. Wei Long had already made up his mind to quickly gather some materials to forge a Star Void Compass, or at least craft a Cloud Travelling Boat. Seeing the Old Demon deep in thought, Wei Long continued his nonsense. "My master is a recluse, so Senior might not know him. But my eldest senior brother is the Ingenious Debater Su Xinghe, my second senior brother is the Star Oasis Old Monster Ding Chunqiu, and my third senior brother is the master of the Spirit Palace, Xu Zhu. Surely Senior has heard of them? So I say, isn't there likely some misunderstanding here? Or perhaps someone wants to use you as a tool to kill and frame you?"
Wei Long looked at the Old Demon with a sincere face, yet showed no fear, as if considering the Old Demon's own interests. If you dare touch me, just wait to be hunted by my senior brothers and my even more powerful master. Don't be fooled by some petty person and used as a weapon.
The Old Demon was also confused by this string of specific names and titles Wei Long listed. These names sounded like very prominent figures, but he hadn't heard of any of them. Looking at Wei Long, he couldn't help but hesitate. If even he hadn't heard of these people, then the Tiansha Sect's Second Elder certainly wouldn't know them either. Thinking about it now, the Old Demon also began to notice something amiss. Wei Long possessed a very powerful Treasure Artifact. How could he be a Rogue Cultivator, and only at the Golden Core Formation Stage? He had personally seen the huge crater before the Tiansha Sect's gates. And that dead fatty Gan Hongming actually treated this Golden Core Formation Stage youngster as an equal and seemed very friendly. The more the Old Demon thought about it, the more he felt he was indeed being used as a weapon for someone else's killing.
Wei Long watched the silent, pondering Old Demon and chuckled inwardly, "Would this old guy really believe it so easily?" At the same time, he cupped his hands and said, "Does Senior have any other business? If not, this junior has collected the Tianjing Sand and needs to return to the mountain to report! Mount Wu Liang is in the extreme north. The sects established by my other three senior brothers are also in the extreme north. If Senior is interested, you are welcome to visit!"
After speaking, he looked at the Old Demon as if genuinely inviting him to visit. The Old Demon, however, found more and more suspicious points the more he thought, and his doubts grew. It seemed as if Wei Long really had some incredible reclusive master behind him. This vague, uncertain feeling was what people most dreaded. For a treasure that was at most a Low-Grade Treasure Artifact, to make an enemy of a reclusive master and several sects might not be worth it. Then he heard Wei Long mention Tianjing Sand. Was this Ninth Tier rare material something ordinary people could use?
Hearing Wei Long's invitation, the Old Demon's train of thought was interrupted. Without thinking, he said, "This old one has important matters. I will surely pay a visit another day! Young friend, please go about your business!"
Wei Long smiled inwardly, performed a Daoist salute, and said, "Then this junior takes his leave! Senior, if you have time, you must come! This junior awaits your esteemed presence at any time!" With that, he immediately pushed his speed to the limit. With a whistling sound of parting air, he transformed into a streak of light and flew northward.
The Old Demon was even more startled inwardly. "Using his body to ride the air! Breaking through the wind at high speed!" Was this something possible at the Golden Core Formation Stage? Watching Wei Long's departing figure, the Old Demon again tried hard to think. The extreme north? There were indeed many reclusive hermits there. Rogue Cultivator Wuyazi?
Wei Long transformed into a streak of light, flying northward without pause. Although those names and titles seemed plausible earlier, if the Old Demon were a bit sharper and less suspicious, he would soon realize he had never heard of any of those people. Never having heard of them meant only one possibility: they were all fake!
But after flying non-stop for tens of thousands of miles using a secret art, just as he was about to leave the Tianjing Desert and Wei Long thought he had truly fooled the Old Demon, a thunderous roar filled with nearly tangible fury came from behind: "You little bastard, die!"
Wei Long's expression changed. His hands instantly formed dozens of hand seals, and he shouted, "Escape Art! Threefold Cloud Dragon!" Before his voice faded, three clouds of increasing size appeared beneath his feet. The smallest one exploded, enveloping Wei Long. After one breath, Wei Long's figure appeared a thousand miles away. Just as his speed was about to decrease, the second cloud exploded, wrapping around him. It drew a white line in the air. After two or three breaths, he had already fled ten thousand miles. Then, the third cloud, ten feet wide, also exploded. Howling air currents mixed with the sound of parted air. After several breaths, Wei Long cut across the sky as a fleeting white streak and appeared tens of thousands of miles away, now outside the Tianjing Desert.
The clouds dissipated. Wei Long, looking terrible, appeared in mid-air, his limbs feeling as stiff as wood. "Thankfully, I strengthened my body during the tribulation. Otherwise, fully activating this Escape Art, I might be the first person to have his body torn apart by the pulling force of his own escape technique!"
Moving his stiff limbs, Wei Long concealed his form and aura, hiding within the clouds. He glanced back. With increased cultivation, the power of the Threefold Cloud Dragon had also multiplied several times. In less than ten breaths, he had crossed tens of thousands of miles. If not for the troublesome aftereffects preventing continuous use, it would definitely be a bit faster than a Divine Transformation Stage expert's teleportation.
A moment later, the space below the clouds suddenly rippled. The grim-faced Old Demon appeared out of thin air. His eyes scanned the surroundings like lightning. With a dark face, he growled, "I almost fell for your trick. I even specially asked around. There's no Rogue Cultivator Wuyazi in the extreme north, nor any Spirit Palace! You little bastard, you run pretty fast!"
As he spoke, the Old Demon suddenly raised his head, looking at the slowly drifting clouds above. He waved his hand and struck out with his palm. Surging Demonic Qi rushed out, forming a hundred-zhang giant palm that smashed into the cloud mass. The several-mile-wide cloud mass shattered into fragments with a crash. Wei Long's figure was revealed within it.
Seeing Wei Long appear, the Old Demon's face darkened. Without stopping, he struck out three consecutive palm strikes. Surging Demonic Qi transformed into three hundred-zhang giant palms grabbing towards Wei Long. Wei Long's gutsy nature was completely aroused. With a thought, the Sky-Shrouding Seal appeared in his hand. With a grim face, he hurled it down at the three giant palms roaring towards him. The Sky-Shrouding Seal grew with the wind, instantly becoming a giant seal about a li wide. It met the three giant palms head-on.
The first giant palm shattered with a crash. The second one held for one breath. By the third giant palm, it dragged the Sky-Shrouding Seal for a full three breaths before turning to fragments. Wei Long's Sky-Shrouding Seal was also slapped back with great force. Wei Long's expression remained unchanged. With a thought, the newly upgraded Ten Absolute Formation instantly left his Dantian. On the ground, ten hundred-zhang tall banners suddenly broke through the earth. Clear, perceptible ripples also appeared in the surrounding space.
A crazed light flashed in Wei Long's eyes. He roared, "Old thing, do you really think this young master is made of clay? Taiji Diagram! Stabilize! Ten Absolute Formation! Rise!"
With Wei Long's shout, the figure of the Old Demon, who had just prepared to teleport to dodge, visibly hesitated for a moment. In that instant, the surrounding space underwent a great change. Various violent energies—wind blades, raging sand, ice mountains, seas of fire—all suddenly appeared.
Not waiting for the Old Demon to act, Wei Long opened his mouth and spat out a ball of Essence Blood shimmering with golden light. His hands instantly formed ninety-nine hand seals. One by one, runes glowing with bloody light suddenly exploded before Wei Long, flying towards every part of the Ten Absolute Formation space. Wei Long howled, "Old thing, did I rape your wife or knock up your daughter, huh? Since you want to play, I'll wager a Ten Extinctions Formation Plate! Let's play properly! Ten Absolute Formation! Ten Extremes United! Open for me!"
As soon as Wei Long spoke, the surrounding space completely began to collapse. The ten formation spaces of the Ten Absolute Formation connected for the first time. The violent energies churned, reducing the barriers between the formations to dust.
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Wei Long’s face was grim. The Old Demon was relentless, stubbornly chasing him down, seemingly bound on killing him. Wei Long executed Threefold Cloud Dragon and fled tens of thousands of miles in mere moments. He hadn’t expected the Old Demon would recklessly burn through his True Essence, teleporting repeatedly to pursue him.
Wei Long was furious. He directly summoned the Ten Absolute Formation. Banners hundreds of feet high erupted from the trembling earth. Ten arrays appeared simultaneously: Heaven Extinction, Earth Fury, Howling Wind, Glacial Ice, Golden Light, Blood Dissolving, Blazing Flame, Soul Severing, Red Water, and Red Sand. Within moments, an aura of ferocious killing energy rose for a hundred miles around. Wind and clouds twisted unnaturally. Eerie, ghost-like howls echoed through the air.
A crazed gleam flickered in Wei Long’s eyes. To unleash the full power of the Ten Absolute Formation required ten people sharing the same mind, each controlling one array, their spirit and will unified. Only then could the ultimate fusion of the ten arrays be achieved, recreating the chaotic, violent, annihilating force that shaped the world at its inception. If forced to peak power without ten designated masters, the Formation Disks and Formation Banners would likely shatter instantly under the unimaginable strain, reduced to dust.
Wei Long’s face contorted savagely. For the first time, the Ten Absolute Formation unleashed its full might. Ten banners, swirling with malevolent energies, unfurled in the wind. Waves of terrifying spiritual power continuously warped the surrounding space. Wei Long roared, "Old bastard! Think I’m afraid of you? Can’t get enough, can you? You want to kill me? Let's settle this! I’ll burn this whole Ten Absolute Formation set just to rip a layer of hide off you!"
Warped space, visible to the naked eye, flickered all around them. The Old Demon’s face paled drastically. Teleporting right now was suicide. But the ten towering banners erected across the hundred-mile area, coupled with the frenzied, violent spiritual energy already transforming itself into attacks, instinctively lunged towards him. A flash of malice crossed the Old Demon’s eyes. Instantly, he transformed into a streak of fleeing light, shooting straight at Wei Long. Simultaneously, a large, white bone banner appeared in his hand. He swung it viciously towards Wei Long.
In that instant, the banner seemed to open a gateway to hell itself. Hundreds of thousands of vengeful spirits and ghosts surged out. Fangs protruded from their mouths, a single horn grew from their skulls, trailing chaotic swathes of Ghost Qi as they charged towards Wei Long. The Old Demon shrieked, "Ten Thousand Ghosts Devour the Heart!"
Watching the ghostly cloud—formed by over a million specters—roar towards him, Wei Long remained expressionless. He was already within the Ten Absolute Formation’s domain. A cruel, mad laugh escaped him, "Now we’re talking, Old Demon! Let’s make this REALLY big!" With one hand, he formed a peculiar hand seal and slammed it forcefully into his own Dantian. A ball of greyish Essence Blood, radiating boundless light, sprayed from his mouth. Wei Long’s face instantly turned deathly pale.
But Wei Long became even wilder. His hands flew through nine-hundred and ninety-nine hand seals in a flash. He clenched his fist towards the murky globe of Essence Blood before him. Shoom! The globe split into ten streaks, hurtling towards the ten Formation Banners. Staring at the ghostly cloud about to engulf him, Wei Long threw his head back and laughed maniacally at the sky, "I’ll match it with the essence of a Great Dao Golden Core! Screw the Ten Absolute Formation! Bring it ON!"
The ten streaks of Essence Blood sank into the banners. The ten originally hundred-foot-tall banners suddenly began trembling violently. Cracks crawled over their poles. Yet, in the next breath, the ten banners abruptly inflated five times their previous size, transforming into colossal banners five-hundred feet tall. Visible Spatial Rifts flickered ceaselessly around the banners.
Space within the great formation began collapsing wholesale. First to buckle were the spatial barriers between the ten individual arrays. They shattered like broken glass, vanishing into fragments. The ghostly cloud—formed from the million spirits—hadn’t even touched Wei Long before disintegrating along with the collapsing space.
And this was just the beginning. Wei Long’s body slowly ascended, rising until he reached the very apex of the Ten Absolute Formation’s spatial domain. A phantom image of the Ten Extinctions Formation Plate manifested there. Wei Long stood upon it, his face grim as water as he looked down at the panicking Old Demon below. His mind connected with the entire Ten Absolute Formation.
Down below, the Old Demon started sweating. Visible Spatial Rifts, hair-thin cracks in reality, crisscrossed everywhere. Space continued to cascade inwards. It looked like the entire world was being obliterated. Intellectually, he knew he was trapped within a formation, but the sheer destructive force felt unreal. Part of him still suspected it might be an Illusion Array. Yet, the brutal truth was undeniable: the million vengeful spirits he’d painstakingly cultivated inside his White Bone Banner hadn’t even made a ripple; they’d been annihilated instantly. His Spiritual Sense couldn’t fake that soul-rending severance.
Now, the Old Demon felt a prickle of regret. He bitterly cursed the Second Elder of the Tiansha Sect in his heart. What damn kind of Rogue Cultivator was this? And supposedly only at the Golden Core Formation Stage? Desperate, he produced another treasure, this one resembling a rhinoceros horn. After casting a few hand seals, the horn emitted a clear, protective light, enveloping his body. The encroaching spatial collapse, for now, was blocked. Seeing this, the Old Demon felt a sliver of relief. While space was collapsing, the destructive power seemed less extreme than he'd feared.
But before his heart could fully settle, the collapsing spaces—now resembling bottomless, black hole-like voids—erupted. Endless flows of Primordial Chaos surged out like a breached dam flood. Pure, unadulterated destructive energies—violent and untamed—gushed from those crumbling voids.
Wherever the streams of Primordial Chaos passed, space itself seemed to rot and melt. Ambient spiritual energy fizzed and dissolved, utterly annihilated. When the chaotic current brushed against the clear protective barrier generated by his Upper-Grade Spiritual Artifact rhinoceros horn, it was like dousing it with the mythical Weak Water. The luminous shield visibly weakened.
The Old Demon stared at the formless, boundless void-like space stretching without horizon, his face as dark as ink. Propelling himself and shielded by the horn, he fled madly in one direction, simultaneously wielding a blood-red greatsword. With furious strokes, he hacked at the space before him, forcing the surging Primordial Chaos currents aside.
Meanwhile, the Ten Absolute Formation approached its peak power. The gaps separating the ten individual arrays vanished entirely. The formation prepared to manifest the primordial, world-sundering chaos of creation itself. One word described the entire formation space now: Chaos! Spiritual Sense? True Essence? Treasure Artifacts? Living beings? Any entity deemed foreign to this primordial churn would be ground to nothingness. Not a speck would remain.
Wei Long stood atop the Ten Absolute Formation, near its absolute pinnacle. Beneath his feet, a phantom image of the Ten Extinctions Formation Plate shielded him. Once the Ten Absolute Formation activated fully, not even its creator and controller could dare step inside. Its domain roiled with chaotic, indiscriminate annihilation. The shreds of torn-open space unleashed threads of Primordial Chaos. Violent Earthfire, water, and wind raged uncontrolled. These forces didn't discriminate; they consumed all.
The formation hadn't yet reached its maximum destructive crescendo. Already, the Old Demon had sacrificed six Upper-Grade Spiritual Artifact defensive treasures and five offensive treasures. Somehow, he had discerned a direction and raced desperately towards the outer edge of the Ten Absolute Formation. Seeing this, a ruthless glint sparked in Wei Long’s eyes. With a mental command, he hurled the Sky-Shrouding Seal. "Let's see who lasts longer. If I don't strip a layer of skin off you today, I'll take your damn name!"
The Sky-Shrouding Seal shrank to the size of a regular seal and pierced through the warped space barriers. It plummeted straight towards the Old Demon’s head. The Old Demon’s expression turned grimmer. He hurled a palm-sized, deathly-white skull outwards. The skull met the Sky-Shrouding Seal head-on. CRUNCH! The Sky-Shrouding Seal was deflected violently upwards. The skull emitted a piercing shriek as it shattered into dust.
From his position high above, Wei Long pointed sharply. The Sky-Shrouding Seal once again plummeted towards the fleeing Old Demon. By now, the surrounding space teemed with chaotic primordial energies. These writhing forces themselves began a strange transformation. A savage pressure built, desperate to grind anything within, yet cloaking itself in an eerie, unnerving calm—the quiet before the ultimate storm.
The Old Demon’s face was twisted in dread. His Primordial Spirit trembled violently, instinctively screaming for him to abandon his flesh and flee. But any threads of spiritual perception he dared extend beyond his body were shredded instantly, dissolved within mere hundreds of yards. Frantically scanning the violently churning waves of chaotic Primordial Chaos sweeping in like a tsunami, alongside the rapidly descending seal, a desperate finality hardened his features.
He produced his very first treasure—the White Bone Banner. Without the slightest hesitation, he flung it forward and roared a single word: "EXPLODE!" As the word left his lips, the banner seemed to emit a piercing shriek for half a heartbeat before detonating violently. A blistering wave of raw spiritual power blasted outwards, shoving the encroaching Primordial Chaos aside for a brief instant.
Within that fleeting gap, a small, delicate Spatial Rift flickered. It showed a glimpse—the real world outside the formation! The Old Demon’s heart lurched. He hadn't been mistaken! Pain, savage and immediate, twisted his expression; sacrificing a Lower-Grade Treasure Artifact was agonizingly costly. Yet, without pause, he drew a black greatsword—this was his very last Treasure Artifact.
He flung it forward without hesitation. His hands formed a final seal. His voice, cracking with strain, bellowed, "EXPLODE!"
High on top of the Ten Absolute Formation’s apex, Wei Long’s frown deepened. He sneered coldly, "Detonating Treasure Artifacts? Let’s see how many you even HAVE!" Simultaneously, he focused his mind. The chaotic currents within the formation seemed guided by an invisible hand, converging densely around the Old Demon’s last position.
Just then, the black greatsword erupted. A shockwave of pure energy and blade shrapnel boomed across the collapsing void. A Spatial Rift thick as a man's thigh tore through the formation's fabric. But instantly, the surging tides of Primordial Chaos interfered, warping its stability, causing it to violently constrict, narrowing rapidly.
It was precisely at this critical, closing instant the Old Demon unleashed his final gamble. A blood-curdling shriek ripped from his throat: "EXPLODE!!" His physical body raced forward, following the trajectory of the hurled sword fragments. He accelerated desperately towards the diminishing rift, just wide enough now for perhaps an arm.
BOOM!
His physical form didn't reach it. A meter away, his entire body detonated violently. Blood mist erupted; chunks of flesh splintered violently outwards. The kinetic force, the raw explosion of power—it wasn't physical damage he sought. This final act wasn't attack, but desperate propulsion. The focused blast struck the warping spatial boundary.
The effect was immediate and brutal. The rapidly closing Spatial Rift, large enough only for an arm, violently ripped wider for a microsecond—large enough now for a man’s head. From the dissipating crimson nebula of blood and mist, a tiny figure, barely three feet tall, shot forth. It streaked through the fissure like lightning, vanishing from the Ten Absolute Formation just as the violently collapsing space snapped shut behind it.
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Watching that three-foot-tall figure escape through the blasted-open crack, Wei Long was startled. But by the time he thought to intercept, it was already too late. With a focused thought, Wei Long recalled the Sky-Shrouding Seal. He muttered to himself, "That Old Demon is ruthless! He self-destructed two Treasure Artifacts in a row, and even blew up his own body. The Ten Absolute Formation hadn't even evolved to its strongest yet, and the old guy decisively cut his losses. I was prepared to use this Ten Absolute Formation to perish together with that Old Demon, but I never expected he'd be even more ruthless than me! He's that harsh even on himself!"
The Old Demon's body was destroyed, leaving only his Primordial Spirit to flee. The escape speed of a Primordial Spirit was incomparable to a physical body, so Wei Long gave up on chasing. The Ten Absolute Formation was still evolving autonomously, and Little Toad hadn't recovered yet from overstepping to use its life-bound power last time. So, if the Old Demon's Primordial Spirit ran, it ran. It wouldn't be able to do much in the short term anyway. With only a Primordial Spirit left, the Old Demon's urgent task was to find a suitable body to possess. If he had prepared materials in advance, he might even be able to cultivate into a Loose Immortal.
But neither option was easy. Possession would take a long time to harmonize with the new body. If he had emergency materials ready and directly transformed his Primordial Spirit into a Loose Immortal, then the first Heavenly Tribulation for a Loose Immortal would probably descend very soon. Wei Long believed that old fellow wouldn't be so foolish as to come looking for a beating in his Primordial Spirit form just for fun.
The Old Demon had fled, but the Ten Absolute Formation was still evolving on its own. Wei Long hurriedly cast a series of hand seals towards the faint shadow of the Ten Extinctions Formation Plate beneath his feet. Gradually, the chaos within the formation subsided. The void spaces revealed by the collapsed space slowly closed up, and space began to repair itself.
But even when the operation within the formation had mostly stopped, the formation's space still looked like shards of a broken mirror pieced back together. The hundred-zhang-high flagpoles of the ten formation banners were covered in web-like cracks. The banners themselves were pitted and mottled as if eaten by insects. Wei Long grimaced, looking extremely pained. It had been very difficult to upgrade this Ten Absolute Formation to its current state. The formation banners had already nurtured killing aura. If they were destroyed, crafting a new set and reaching this level of power again would take who knows how long.
With a focused thought, he retrieved both the Formation Disk and the formation banners. The Formation Disk was also on the verge of breaking. If the formation had operated at its maximum power earlier, the disk would likely have shattered first. At that point, even Wei Long would have struggled to control it, leaving destruction as the only outcome.
After retrieving the damaged Ten Absolute Formation, repairing it would require significant effort. Wei Long stood mid-air, looking down at the devastated land below. Although the Ten Absolute Formation could claim to create its own formation space, its current level was still too low. The formation's space was still attached to the external space, not to mention it had connected to the Earth Vein Qi below.
With the Ten Absolute Formation fully activated earlier, the land within a hundred-mile radius looked as if scraped by a giant blade. Mountains were leveled, and dozens of zhang of surface earth were forcibly scraped away. Within a hundred-mile radius had now become an extremely flat plain. The scorched black earth bore no grass, and not a single living creature could be found. The Ten Absolute Formation—Ten Absolutes, No Life, Annihilation of Living Beings—had shown a glimpse of its fangs for the first time.
Wei Long looked towards the direction of the Tianjing Desert. The Tianjing Desert was southwest of the Baolong Kingdom. Recalling events since arriving in the Baolong Kingdom, Wei Long felt increasingly aware of how different this place was from the Southern Crow Country. He didn't know how many Great Demons of the Seventh Tier or above were in the Tianjing Desert. Could the Tiansha Sect's base be located in the Tianjing Desert with only a deceased Divine Transformation Stage sect leader?
And that Old Demon who had inexplicably chased him... he didn't know what that was about either. The Tiansha Sect was a cultivation sect, so it probably wasn't from them. But the waters of the Tiansha Sect seemed to be getting deeper. Wei Long decided not to get involved for now. Besides, last time a Great Demon had approached him asking for the Giant Rock Python's corpse, and he hadn't found the time to properly investigate what was special about that Giant Rock Python.
After pondering for a moment, Wei Long took out a map jade slip given to him by Jun Qianxiao and probed it with his senses. About tens of thousands of miles north from his current location, there was a large market. The surrounding area didn't have any major sects either. After brief consideration, Wei Long decided to visit the market first, to gather some materials to repair the Ten Absolute Formation. This was practically his strongest method currently. With the Ten Absolute Formation rendered useless, Wei Long felt uneasy.
Moreover, with such a huge commotion here just now—a hundred-mile radius flattened—powerful experts would surely appear soon. Wei Long didn't have time to think further. Having made his decision, he concealed his form and aura, flew up into the cloud layer, and sped northward.
Not long after Wei Long left, three figures appeared almost simultaneously from the west, south, and east. The one from the west was an old man with a
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