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Wei Long had not come for a proper challenge this time. No, he did not want Wang Shaoshao to engage in any proper challenge either. He was purely here to cause trouble. As soon as he appeared, without waiting for Wang Shaoshao to make a move, he took the initiative to start. With a thought, the Crystal Longsword appeared in his hand.
The True Essence within his body was completely converted into the pure Sword Essence unique to Sword Cultivators. A strand of sword light appeared on the Crystal Longsword, and then a hundred-zhang sword aura extended from the blade. Wei Long raised an eyebrow slightly, thinking to himself, "I'm not the one here to challenge, so using a Sword Cultivator's techniques is most suitable. If Wang Shaoshao doesn't kill anyone, it won't do. My Lunar Soul Divine Elixir wasn't that easy to digest!"
With his left hand forming a seal, his killing intent condensed without dispersing. He gave a low shout, "Green Lotus Sword Manual! Sword Lotus!" The hundred-zhang sword aura extending from the blade suddenly changed, emitting a sharp, shrill hum. Wei Long raised the sword single-handedly. A ten-zhang large sword lotus formed at the sword's tip. Countless sword energies carrying an unparalleled sharpness condensed into phantom images of longswords, which then coalesced into a sword lotus that enveloped the hundred-zhang sword aura.
As the sword energy solidified into form, a powerful aura spread out. The Guiyuan Sect below had already noticed someone in the sky. A faint smile appeared on Wei Long's lips. He raised his sword and swung it fiercely towards the protective formation below, shouting, "Explode!"
The lotus formed from condensed phantom images, along with the sword aura, launched from the sword. It descended from the sky like a lotus flower. When it landed on the Mountain-Protecting Grand Formation, it suddenly exploded. Tens of thousands of sword energies shot out in all directions, whooshing down onto the formation like a rain of arrows. The hundred-zhang sword aura directly struck the central point of the formation, splitting into countless fine sword energies that exploded indiscriminately.
In an instant, the Mountain-Protecting Grand Formation at the Guiyuan Sect's mountain gate was shattered with a thunderous crash. Several guards inside were instantly killed by the incoming sword energies. The ground below was riddled with holes, small cavities densely packed like a honeycomb. Shrill cries and roars of anger simultaneously erupted from within the Guiyuan Sect, and powerful waves of True Essence surged out.
Wei Long glanced at the somewhat dazed Wang Shaoshao and patted his shoulder. "Alright, it's your turn now. I've started the show for you. Do your best, kill freely. In a legitimate challenge, no one can say anything. They won't shamelessly gang up on you either! Haha..."
With that, Wei Long flashed and disappeared, leaving only Wang Shaoshao, whose face had turned green. Seeing Wei Long vanish, Wang Shaoshao hurriedly called out, "Senior, wait a moment..." But there was no further trace of Wei Long. Wang Shaoshao's expression darkened slightly. He thought to himself, "This senior really is..."
Looking down at the completely destroyed mountain gate below, Wang Shaoshao covered his face and let out a pained groan. What Wei Long had done was absolutely decisive. Destroying a sect's mountain gate was no different from slapping the Guiyuan Sect in the face. Now Wang Shaoshao was in a difficult position, unable to back down. He now understood what Wei Long had meant earlier.
Observing the hundreds of cultivators flying up from below, Wang Shaoshao sighed inwardly. It was too late to leave now. The Guiyuan Sect's mountain gate had been destroyed by a Sword Cultivator's attack. He was probably the only Sword Cultivator within ten thousand miles, and he was right above their mountain gate. Whether he liked it or not, this was now his problem.
He finally understood what Wei Long wanted him to do: kill, just kill. Using the challenge as an excuse, relying on the behemoth that was the Sword Sect, borrowing Wang Shaoshao's sword to kill. But feeling the Sword Spirit within his Dantian growing stronger at a clearly perceptible rate—it had now caught up to the cultivation level of his Sword-Human Physique—Wang Shaoshao found it hard to back down.
Hidden in the void, Wei Long watched Wang Shaoshao and thought with a dark laugh, "Kill. Didn't you want to challenge and temper yourself? Is there a Sword Cultivator in the Cultivation World who doesn't kill? You temper yourself, and incidentally help me stir the waters, draw out the Guiyuan Sect's members one by one. It would be best if you could lure out a Loose Immortal. If you could lure out that person, it would be even more perfect!"
As the leading sect in Huangqi Country, the Guiyuan Sect was not something Wei Long could handle alone. While the low-level cultivators could be completely ignored, the high-level ones were different. Ever since learning that person was from the Guiyuan Sect—and possibly even a behind-the-scenes senior figure—Wei Long had started to get a headache.
How to deal with this? He didn't even know who the other party was. If he acted rashly, it would be like picking a fight with the entire Guiyuan Sect. Furthermore, as the top sect in Huangqi Country, whether through direct pressure or other sects trying to curry favor, it was likely all the sects in Huangqi Country would unite against Wei Long.
By then, he would become increasingly passive. With an entire sect or even a country's strength mobilized against one person, Wei Long would have an even harder time finding the owner of the other half of the Exquisite Jade Disc. This matter had dragged on for too long, stuck there like a bone in his throat. Until it was resolved, Wei Long felt he couldn't rest easy.
It wasn't the thief he feared, but the thief's intention. And to this day, Wei Long still didn't know who the other party was. That traitor Can Sheng simply wouldn't tell him the other's identity, name, Daoist title, appearance, or distinguishing features, afraid Wei Long would kill him if he knew. That despicable guy always prioritized his own safety first, and Wei Long was at a loss.
But now, Wang Shaoshao, with his sensitive identity, was perfect for doing what Wei Long couldn't. First, they raided Can Sheng's hideout, then came straight to the Guiyuan Sect. If that traitor Can Sheng tipped them off, Wei Long believed the only person in the Guiyuan Sect who would understand why was the one he had been searching for.
Down below, several hundred members of the Guiyuan Sect had already emerged, including over a dozen at the Divine Transformation Stage, and these were just the first arrivals. Looking at them, Wang Shaoshao calmed the strange emotions in his heart. He said solemnly, "I am Wang Shaoshao of the Sword Sect. I have come specifically to issue a challenge. I wonder who will step forward first to accept!"
Upon hearing this, the expressions of the dozen or so experts changed. Their simmering anger was slowly suppressed. One of them waved a hand towards those below the Divine Transformation Stage, saying, "All those below the Divine Transformation Stage, return!"
It seemed these people understood the Sword Sect's ways. Although they were angry about their mountain gate being destroyed, they knew that members of the Sword Sect were all lunatics; nothing they did would be surprising. Moreover, this generation's Heavenly Sword of the Sword Sect, already an Eighth Tier Loose Immortal in cultivation, was a completely unreasonable madman. While the Guiyuan Sect was the undisputed top sect in Huangqi Country, they still couldn't afford to provoke a behemoth like the Sword Sect.
One expert at the late Divine Transformation Stage flew out first. He cupped his hands towards Wang Shaoshao and said, "I am Liao Bin of the Guiyuan Sect. Please!" Just as Wei Long had said, even if the Guiyuan Sect couldn't afford to provoke the Sword Sect, they didn't dare refuse a challenge issued at their doorstep. They couldn't afford the loss of face.
Wang Shaoshao didn't even draw the sword from his back. He cupped his hands and said, "Please!" At that moment, Wei Long's voice sounded in Wang Shaoshao's ear: "Shaoshao, remember, if you're really a coward who doesn't dare kill, I won't force you. After this fight, you can go do whatever you were going to do. When you see your Uncle-Master Chi Xing, tell him someone has come to call in the favor he owes!"
Wang Shaoshao stiffened abruptly. Although he knew Wei Long was provoking him, a surge of frustration still rose within him. He snorted coldly in displeasure. The burly man opposite him had already unleashed a secret technique. Two thousand-zhang ice dragons, composed of frigid ice, condensed in mid-air, intertwining as they coiled towards Wang Shaoshao to crush him.
Wang Shaoshao's eyes focused. He formed sword fingers with both hands. A strand of sword energy compressed and condensed to its extreme emerged from his two fingers. Without retreating, he pointed forward, directly striking the heads of the two roaring ice dragons. A metallic sheen flashed across the surface of his skin. He exerted force from his palms.
A sword energy shot from the tips of his fingers, instantly piercing through the bodies of the two ice dragons. At that moment, another treasure, resembling an ice spike, shot towards him. Wang Shaoshao's figure swayed, leaving behind an afterimage as he charged towards that person.
With a wave of his right hand, a several-zhang-long sword aura extended from his right hand, condensing and compressing into a longsword. He swung it down directly at that person's head. Just then, high in the sky, a nearly imperceptible Spatial Rift suddenly appeared. A stream of energy, black and white intertwined, instantly ignored the distance of space and entered the body of that Guiyuan Sect cultivator.
Just as Wang Shaoshao's swift, lightning-fast strike reached the top of that person's head, the man suddenly paused, his body frozen in mid-air. In an instant, he was cleaved in two by Wang Shaoshao, his Primordial Spirit within also instantly shredded by the raging sword energy.
Wang Shaoshao was also stunned. But the next moment, he flashed back to mid-air and heard Wei Long's voice transmission: "Well done! A Sword Cultivator needs a bit of killing intent. I have something to attend to; I'll be back soon. Keep it up!"
After hearing this, Wang Shaoshao was dumbfounded. What was going on? Meanwhile, Wei Long had already begun slowly infiltrating the interior of the Guiyuan Sect from within the spatial layers. Looking back at Wang Shaoshao, Wei Long thought to himself, "Isn't this a bit too... whatever. Forget it. If I don't do this, this guy definitely won't fight properly. If he doesn't attract attention for me, how can I cause trouble? But still, it's really too underhanded..."
Watching Wang Shaoshao's expression, like someone who had swallowed a bitter pill but couldn't complain, Wei Long laughed darkly twice. Then he quietly sneaked into the Guiyuan Sect's grounds. Along the way, he was enveloped by a complete set of the Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttle, silently traversing the spatial layers. Here, Wei Long did not dare be careless.
There were Loose Immortals within the Guiyuan Sect. Loose Immortals were very sensitive to spatial fluctuations, not to mention the possibility of a Fourth Tribulation Loose Immortal. With no one else available to help at the moment, a head-on confrontation was not a good idea.
Along the way, he saw streams of light flying towards the Guiyuan Sect's mountain gate. By his count, there were at least a hundred people at the Divine Transformation Stage or above. The strength of the Guiyuan Sect was evident. Yet, at this moment, not a single Loose Immortal had been detected, which puzzled Wei Long somewhat.
And at this moment, at the southern border of Huangqi Country, Can Sheng, leading a group of Demon Avatars, transformed into a patch of shadow and fled northward through Huangqi Country.
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Wang Shaoshao was challenging at the mountain gate of the Guiyuan Sect. It was a fair one-on-one duel, and anyone could step forward to fight him. Since Wang Shaoshao held the identity of a Sword Sect disciple, and was a sword-carrying disciple at that, the Guiyuan Sect wouldn't dare to gang up and cut him down even if they were ten times bolder. They had no choice but to accept the challenge.
And now, Wang Shaoshao had killed one of them right from the start, even obliterating his Primordial Spirit with sword energy. This was undoubtedly because of Wei Long's Taiji Body-Freezing Technique. The Primordial Spirit was frozen in place, waiting to be cut down. Otherwise, with Wang Shaoshao's current cultivation, it would be impossible for him to instantly kill a cultivator of the same level without even drawing his sword.
Now, even if Wang Shaoshao didn't want to kill anyone, he had no choice. Anyone would be furious if someone killed their disciple right at their doorstep, let alone one who was a Divine Transformation Stage expert. Although the remaining people dared not swarm and kill Wang Shaoshao due to Sword Sect's pressure, if he was killed in a fair duel, even the current Heavenly Sword of Sword Sect couldn't say anything about it.
Well, now that the other side was determined to kill him, Wang Shaoshao couldn't hold back either and had to fight with the intent to kill. Leaving aside Wang Shaoshao's dark-faced challenge at the Guiyuan Sect's mountain gate, Wei Long had slowly infiltrated the inner areas of the Guiyuan Sect. Many experts were drawn to the mountain gate by Wang Shaoshao, leaving the interior somewhat empty.
But only somewhat. Even though over a hundred experts at the Divine Transformation Stage and above had gone to the mountain gate, Wei Long could sense dozens more experts hidden inside who hadn't moved at all. The Guiyuan Sect's strength far exceeded Wei Long's expectations. Most importantly, Wei Long didn't sense the aura of a single Loose Immortal, and the number of Return to Void Stage experts was also very few.
This was a bit strange. Suddenly, a thought struck Wei Long. He muttered to himself, "Could the Guiyuan Sect be planning some major operation? Why are only Divine Transformation Stage experts left? There isn't even a hidden Loose Immortal..." Wei Long would never believe that the Guiyuan Sect had no Loose Immortals.
As the number one sect that intimidated the entire Huangqi Country, its top experts in terms of cultivation and number must overwhelm other sects in Huangqi Country. If they only had Return to Void Stage experts, it wouldn't be impressive at all. Only Loose Immortals, who could cultivate beyond the limits of the Cultivation World, could completely suppress others.
The reason the Sword Sect was so powerful was because all its true disciples were forbidden from ascending normally. They had to switch to cultivating as Loose Immortals and survive nine Loose Immortal Heavenly Tribulations before ascending. The current generation's Heavenly Sword of Sword Sect was an Eighth Tier Loose Immortal, only one step away from the legendary Nine Calamity Loose Immortal. With the cultivation of an Eighth Tier Loose Immortal and the Sword Sect's techniques, sweeping across the entire Luncang Star alone was absolutely no problem. Moreover, Sword Sect members were neither immortal nor demonic; sometimes they acted even more recklessly than those of the Demonic Path.
This was the deterrence of high-tier Loose Immortals. Other major sects, even though they knew the path of switching to Loose Immortal cultivation was nine deaths and one life, had to let some disciples, willingly or unwillingly, specialize in becoming Loose Immortals. High-tier Loose Immortals were the true top experts of the Cultivation World.
Wei Long infiltrated dozens of miles inward but still found nothing special. He thought to himself, "Did I really hit the jackpot? Are they all gone? If the top experts aren't here, then that person definitely isn't here either..."
Just then, a deafening roar suddenly came from a small lake ahead. Sharp, piercing soundwaves turned into shockwaves sweeping across the surroundings, yet they carried a deep, eerie feeling. Wei Long stopped and looked toward the small lake.
The calm lake suddenly seemed to boil. Strands of pure, bizarre demonic energy rose from it. Two Divine Transformation Stage experts immediately flew over and shouted angrily at the lake, "You beast! Looking for trouble again!"
Slowly, a squid head, ten zhang wide, emerged from the center of the lake. Its pitch-black eyes each had two pupils. The squid slowly rose to the lake surface, glanced at the two Divine Transformation Stage experts, and let out a roar from its mouth. A visible ripple spread through the air. The two experts' faces changed dramatically. They each summoned a defensive treasure and rapidly retreated.
In an instant, the water droplets flying into the air and the land around the small lake were swept by the soundwave, turning into fine dust that scattered down. Wei Long looked at the bald ground for miles around the lake and finally understood why no vegetation grew near this lake.
The two Divine Transformation Stage experts shouted in unison, "You beast! Asking for death!" As they spoke, each took out half of a Jade Talisman. After combining them, they waved it at the giant squid, which was thirty zhang tall. The giant squid let out a painful scream. Its eight thick tentacles flailed wildly, with two of them clutching its head as it rolled in the lake.
After a moment, the two experts separated the Jade Talisman into two halves again and stored them away. The giant squid slowly sank back down, leaving only its two pitch-black eyes above the water, staring at the two men with deep-seated hatred.
Then the giant squid looked toward Wei Long's location and slowly submerged. Wei Long was startled. He thought, "This thing can actually detect me! Two pupils, a squid-shaped demon beast... a mutated demon beast!"
Thinking this, Wei Long moved toward the giant squid. He used the Thousand-Mile Voice Transmission Art and transmitted, "Big fellow, do you want to leave here? There's only one price: follow me!"
The giant squid revealed its eyes above the water again. The dual pupils in its eyes rotated, looking at Wei Long hidden within a fold of space. Wei Long felt a chill. This was incredible. He was hidden within a space fold and had a complete set of Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttles protecting him. Anyone within three tiers of his cultivation shouldn't be able to see him. But now, Wei Long had a feeling the giant squid was staring directly into his eyes!
Wei Long roared inwardly, "I must subdue this creature! A mutated demon beast, and one that seems proficient in soundwave attacks and eye techniques. Looking at its size, its physical body must be incredibly strong too. If it falls into enemy hands, it would be a huge threat. I'll snatch it even if I have to rob it!"
The giant squid didn't react for a while. Wei Long transmitted again, "Saving you completely without any cost? Do you think that's possible? I won't enslave you. Just follow me, and you can have whatever you want. I won't restrict your freedom. But there's one condition: once you follow me, you can't betray me. Everything else is negotiable. If you agree, nod your head. I can save you right now and even remove the restraints in your head!"
Eye techniques might not necessarily have extremely powerful attack power, but they were among the hardest secret arts to cultivate. Like Wei Long's Truth-Seeking Eyes and Eyes of the Underworld, they basically had no direct attack power but were the most widely used by Wei Long. Just like now, the giant squid was probably between Eighth Tier and Ninth Tier, yet it could see through space and even directly see through the concealment of the Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttles to spot Wei Long.
After a moment, a clear voice, like that of a child, sounded in Wei Long's mind: "If you save me, I can help you fight. But you have to give me food! And find my mother..."
Hearing this voice, Wei Long's expression became quite interesting. This creature could directly penetrate space and transmit a soul voice. Most importantly, the voice sounded like that of a seven or eight-year-old child, making Wei Long completely ignore all the following conditions. What luck!
This was Wei Long's current feeling. He truly felt incredibly fortunate that he happened to come when that person was absent and most of the Guiyuan Sect's top experts were gone. Conditions? All conditions were nonsense. Wei Long didn't consider them at all. Any condition was fine, no problem, he agreed to everything!
No one understood better than Wei Long what it meant for a Ninth Tier demon beast to still be in its infancy. No wonder the Guiyuan Sect had directly claimed this land of spiritual power to imprison this big fellow... no, this little fellow. A thirty-zhang-tall little fellow.
Before the giant squid could finish, Wei Long directly transmitted, "Yes, no problem, absolutely not a problem. Those are all minor issues!"
As he spoke, he moved directly behind the two Divine Transformation Stage experts. Suddenly revealing himself, ninety-nine Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttles appeared, transforming into a whirlwind. Thin threads extended from the shuttles, instantly slicing the two experts into pieces.
Wei Long waved his hand, drawing the two half Jade Talismans into his palm. He flashed to the top of the giant squid's head and said, "Don't resist. I'll take you away!"
Saying this, he placed a palm on the giant squid's body. His Divine Sense broke out of his body, instantly enveloping the creature. With a thought, both the giant squid and Wei Long vanished from the spot.
Inside the space of the Cosmic Ring, in a corner of the continent, Wei Long and the giant squid suddenly appeared. Wei Long flashed into the air, looking at this thirty-zhang-tall giant squid, his eyes narrowed into slits. With a thought, a scroll flew out from between his eyebrows.
He said solemnly to the giant squid, "Infuse a wisp of your soul power into this. Hurry! I need to break the restraints in your head now. If the other side notices in time, even I might not save you!"
The giant squid stared at Wei Long's eyes. After a moment, it said, "Hmm, you're not lying. It really can remove the restraints in my head." As it spoke, a wisp of soul power appeared. The scroll unfurled, absorbing the soul power. Then a beam of light shot into the giant squid's head. The scroll closed again and vanished into Wei Long's brow.
Wei Long squinted his eyes and chuckled inwardly. "Good fellow, it has this ability too. Hmm, why do I feel like I have a tendency to abduct children? Little Toad, Ginseng Spirit, Greedy Wolf... But children are good. Children are simple. I'm just rescuing them from suffering. It's much better to follow me!"
The giant squid waved a tentacle and slowly shrank in size, transforming into a seven or eight-year-old boy with dark skin, dual pupils in his eyes, deliberately putting on a stern face, puffing his cheeks, and glaring at Wei Long. A smile played on Wei Long's lips. He waved his hand and said, "Alright, alright. From now on, I'll call you Eight-Armed Demon Eye!"
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First, he brought that Eight-Armed Demon Eye down and, without another word, immediately signed a pact. Just the information obtained from the pact alone made Wei Long's jaw drop. This small, dark creature had no real name, but on the Pact Scroll, a special name was displayed: Eight-Armed Demon Eye.
Mutant divine beast, species unknown. Its body was extremely powerful, and it inherently possessed the characteristic of reflecting physical attacks. It was skilled in wide-range sonic wave attacks. Its soul was mutated—status unknown. Its eyes were naturally double-pupiled, capable of seeing through space and possessing some degree of mind-reading ability, such as seeing through whether a person was telling the truth. It also had some unknown pupil technique skills.
Most of the information was unknown. But even so, its talent was already outrageously incredible. And just the two words "mutant divine beast" were enough to explain everything. While most mutations were not beneficial—sometimes even making the creature weaker after mutation—this one was clearly not weaker. It had become stronger. The sheer number and strength of its talents made Wei Long's eyes gleam with greed.
But now, it had already been tricked by Wei Long into signing the pact. What he said earlier was true. After the pact was signed, any restraints acting on the soul would be forcibly erased by the power of the pact. The Jade Talisman that could control this creature was also a secret technique that acted on the soul. But now, aside from the pact, no one could control the Eight-Armed Demon Eye anymore.
Wei Long looked at the little Eight-Armed creature, who looked unhappy and whose eyes were starting to blaze with fire. He gave an awkward laugh and said, "Little guy, I told the truth. I can remove the restraint in your head, but only if you sign the ancient pact with me. What I promised you still counts, don't worry. I still have that one requirement: no betrayal. Everything else is very flexible!"
The little creature's double pupils suddenly began to rotate. It glared at Wei Long, and the surrounding environment began to twist and change. In a gray-black world, Wei Long found himself bound to a wooden frame. In the sky, a giant eyeball resembling a black sun slowly appeared. Inside it were nine pupils: eight arranged in a circle, with one strange, black pupil at the very center.
Wei Long's expression changed slightly. He was bound to a pillar by something that looked like ordinary rope. Opposite him, a dark-skinned child who looked only seven or eight years old was none other than the Eight-Armed Demon Eye. The two pupils in the little creature's eyes rotated slowly and alternately, and the surrounding space also seemed to twist.
Wei Long could almost feel his body being forcibly twisted by the distorted space. A cluster of semi-transparent, dark-black flames slowly rose from under his feet. Wei Long frowned slightly and thought to himself, "Yin fire! Pupil technique, illusion!"
The little Eight-Armed creature kept a straight face, but it didn't look serious at all. It yelled at Wei Long, "Cancel my pact! Otherwise, don't blame me for killing you! This is my world, and no one can escape!"
Wei Long examined his surroundings again. Seeing the demonic eye like a black sun in the sky, he roughly understood why the Pact Scroll showed the result as "Eight-Armed Demon Eye." He looked at the little creature and said softly, "Little guy, your illusion has reached a level where it can turn illusion into reality to some extent. However, talent is still just talent. You're far from mastering it. Had enough fun? If I don't show you something, I believe you won't be convinced!"
The little Eight-Armed creature seemed not to believe Wei Long's words at all. In reality, its life and death were in Wei Long's hands. Wei Long just wanted to experience the little Eight-Armed creature's talents. Now, just this one move of creating an illusory world greatly satisfied Wei Long. Complete control over everything in the illusion—if used well, and with a bit more mastery—would mean that anyone with a similar cultivation level who entered would likely never get out.
Wei Long chuckled, closed his eyes, and then opened them. They turned into a pure, unblemished purple, with no trace of any other color. Small Runes flickered within his pupils, then formed an independent Rune. Wei Long uttered a low shout, "Truth-Seeking Eyes! Shatter all falsehoods! Break!"
In an instant, Wei Long's eyes turned into two small purple suns. Intense light transformed into rays of light that instantly pierced into the surrounding illusion. Meanwhile, the Runes within his pupils slowly flowed out, turning into two endlessly long pillars of light that swept towards the little Eight-Armed creature in front.
In a split second, the little creature let out a pained cry, and the surrounding illusion instantly dissipated. They were back where they started. Wei Long was stunned and thought to himself, "Wow, it can even manipulate time within the illusion! What kind of hybrid divine beast is this?"
Inside that illusion, at least the time of one incense stick had passed. But after coming out, Wei Long realized only a few breaths had passed since the moment he entered. The clothes he had just been wearing, which were torn, were still intact. The little Eight-Armed creature was covering its eyes and whimpering softly.
Wei Long walked over to the little Eight-Armed creature. The little guy warily took a few steps back, its small face full of stubbornness. Wei Long smiled helplessly, pointed at the little creature, and immobilized it on the spot. He then formed a hand seal and uttered a low shout, "Ethereal Lightwater!"
A cluster of Ethereal Lightwater, carrying a light and lively vitality, was condensed and transformed by Wei Long using Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy. With a wave, the cool and gentle Ethereal Lightwater flowed into the little Eight-Armed creature's eyes. After a moment, the Ethereal Lightwater dispersed, and the little Eight-Armed creature regained its movement. But it still pouted and looked at Wei Long stubbornly.
Wei Long chuckled and said, "It's not just you who knows pupil techniques. My Truth-Seeking Eyes are the bane of all illusions, though they don't have much attack power. Remember this from now on: you can't use your pupil technique on someone with higher cultivation than you, or on me. You'll only bring trouble upon yourself!"
Then he glanced at the little Eight-Armed creature. At that moment, the Ginseng Spirit, Little Toad, and Da Niu also flew over. As usual, Little Toad perched on Wei Long's left shoulder, hugging a Lingzhi mushroom bigger than itself, munching happily. The Ginseng Spirit suddenly rushed into Wei Long's arms, its bare bottom showing no sign of shame.
Wei Long gestured with his lips towards the little Eight-Armed creature and said, "This is Eight-Armed Demon Eye. Let's call it Little Ba. Get along well!"
Little Toad squinted its eyes and looked at the Eight-Armed Demon Eye, a thoughtful gleam in its eyes. The Ginseng Spirit, still carefree as ever, pulled out a thousand-year purple ginseng as thick as a baby's arm from its bellyband, flew in front of the Eight-Armed Demon Eye, and said in a childish voice, "Have something delicious!"
The little Eight-Armed creature was taken aback. Looking at the chubby, bare-bottomed Ginseng Spirit, it snorted coldly and turned its head away. Wei Long chuckled inwardly and said, "You guys stay here. Little Ba, don't leave this piece of land, or even I won't be able to save you! I have things to do, so I'm leaving for now. We'll talk later when I have time!"
After saying that, he flashed and left the space of the Cosmic Ring. As for the little Eight-Armed creature, having signed a pact with Wei Long, it naturally understood what would be better for it and what should not be done.
The Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttle appeared, protecting Wei Long inside. He quietly appeared at the edge of the small lake. Using the Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttle to conceal his form and aura, Wei Long looked around. Above were six Divine Transformation Stage experts and one Return to Void Stage expert, all looking at the small lake with grim expressions.
The moment Wei Long appeared, he heard the Return to Void Stage expert shout sharply, "Seal all the sect's exits! Everyone, immediately search for that vile beast's whereabouts! If the Sect Master learns of this, no one will escape responsibility! I believe you all know very well how important the Sect Master considers this vile beast!"
After saying that, the several Divine Transformation Stage experts turned into rays of light and disappeared, leaving only the one early Return to Void Stage expert standing in place. Looking at the empty lake, that expert's face turned a terrifying pale white. Wei Long thought to himself, "Anyone with a bit of knowledge understands what 'Eight Arms' represents. If they truly tamed Eight Arms and let it grow up, the Guiyuan Sect could sweep across the entire Luncang Star!"
Even after something like this happened, they still hadn't seen any high-level members of the Guiyuan Sect appear. Not a single top-tier expert was seen. Wei Long was now completely sure that the Guiyuan Sect's experts had all gone out to handle some business—important business at that. Otherwise, with Eight Arms being taken away by him, only these few Divine Transformation Stage individuals showed up.
With a thought, Wei Long softly uttered, "Freeze!" His form also revealed itself. The moment the Return to Void Stage expert was frozen, Wei Long appeared beside him, grabbed him, and flashed into the space of the Cosmic Ring.
As soon as he appeared, Wei Long moved his hands continuously. In an instant, he struck the 365 major acupoints on the expert's body. Special streams of force followed Wei Long's movements and entered the acupoints. After the effect of the Taiji Body-Freezing Technique wore off, the early Return to Void Stage expert's expression changed drastically. He exclaimed in shock, "Who are you? Where is this?"
Wei Long stood to the side, curled his lip, and scolded, "Idiot!" With a thought, a pitch-black banner about ten feet tall appeared behind Wei Long. An earsplitting, strange laughter followed. The Myriad Soul Banner floated autonomously in front of the middle-aged man. The small skull emitted excited, sharp laughter. One by one, World-Devouring Evil Ghosts slowly crawled out from the banner.
The moment the middle-aged man tried to circulate the True Essence within his body, he broke out in a cold sweat as if struck by lightning. Wei Long coldly snorted and said, "Don't waste your energy. I've used the pattern of the celestial bodies' rotation in reverse to seal the 365 major acupoints all over your body. If you circulate True Essence now, it's equivalent to dissipating your cultivation. If you don't want to become a cripple, answer my questions obediently! Where did all the experts of your Guiyuan Sect go? Who provided those cultivation techniques of your sect?"
The middle-aged man was quite tough. With a livid face, he stayed silent. The next moment, several dozen World-Devouring Evil Ghosts swarmed up and instantly devoured one of his hands and one of his feet alive. Immediately after, the middle-aged man hurriedly cried out, "They went to the western Demon Race territory! I heard it's the ruins of some sect! I don't know the answer to the second question! The techniques were all personally passed down by the Sect Master!"
Wei Long waved his hand, and all the World-Devouring Evil Ghosts withdrew back into the Myriad Soul Banner. These World-Devouring Evil Ghosts didn't just devour flesh; they consumed Vitality and soul power as well. Looking at the half-dead middle-aged man on the ground, Wei Long curled his lip, turned, and left the space of the Cosmic Ring, leaving the Myriad Soul Banner behind.
After exiting the Cosmic Ring, Wei Long muttered to himself, "Western Demon Race territory, sect ruins... Why do I feel like I've heard about this before..."
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Exiting the Cosmic Ring, Wei Long stood hidden at the edge of the small lake. A moment later, with a thought, the Myriad Soul Banner flashed out from the Cosmic Ring. Wei Long grabbed the small skull with one hand, forcefully suppressing the weird laugh it was about to make. With another thought, he retracted it into his Dantian.
To the west of the Guiyuan Sect, in demon territory, lay the ruins of a certain sect. Suddenly, Wei Long froze, thinking, "Could it be the ruins of the Lingxiao Sect? Based on the geographical location, it really seems to be in that direction..." Instantly, Wei Long's expression changed drastically.
The other party had actually found the ruins of the Lingxiao Sect. There were no extremely powerful magic treasures inside, nor any valuable items left—no pills, cultivation techniques, magic treasures, or Immortal Talismans. Nothing remained. However, there was one thing: Demon Monarch Li Tian's severed thigh.
Remembering that the other party was proficient in the Demon-Seeding Art and was a high-level figure from the Demonic Path, nothing was more valuable to them than Demon Monarch Li Tian's thigh. If this guy was determined, disregarding the offense to Demon Monarch Li Tian, and refined that thigh for his own use... The thigh of a Body Refinement Demon Monarch, even if not used by its original owner, could unleash power comparable to a High-Grade Immortal Artifact.
Its various subtle uses might even surpass that. Recalling that Can Sheng had mentioned his original self had already passed the advancement tribulation for a Loose Immortal and advanced to a Fourth-Tier Loose Immortal—this was equivalent to the cultivation level of the lowest-tier Immortal. It barely met the minimum requirement for refining that thigh. If there were additional secret methods or assistance from many experts, refining Demon Monarch Li Tian's thigh would likely just be a matter of time.
A chill surged in Wei Long's heart. He finally understood why the other party, already aware of his appearance, had taken no action. Because they had more important matters to attend to. If they allowed them to refine that thigh of Demon Monarch Li Tian, sheer force could overwhelm ten opponents. Even if Wei Long combined all ten parts of his Ten Absolute Grand Formation, it probably couldn't withstand the power of that single leg and would be completely destroyed.
After an expert at the Great Ascension Stage ascends to the Immortal Realm, they become the lowest level Earth Immortal. Above that are Celestial Immortal, Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal, Luo Tian Upper Immortal, and Great Golden Immortal. In the Demonic Path, they are called Great Demon, Celestial Demon, Demon General, Demon Monarch, and Great Free Demon King. Demon Monarch Li Tian was a Body Refinement practitioner; the strength of his physical body definitely surpassed High-Grade Immortal Artifacts. Even if that thigh had been inside the Ten Thousand Aeons Tassel Array for so many years, its strength had plummeted countless times, it was still absolutely comparable to a High-Grade Immortal Artifact.
And that was just considering it as an Immortal Artifact. But that thigh contained immense Vitality, making it far stronger than a mere High-Grade Immortal Artifact. Thinking this, Wei Long felt this possibility grew stronger. No matter what, even if there was the slightest chance, Wei Long could not stand by and do nothing.
If such a thing really happened, then no matter how many divine abilities and secret techniques Wei Long had, or how strong his magic treasures were, he couldn't withstand the other party's 'overwhelming force' attack. The gap would no longer be on the same level!
Frowning, Wei Long flew towards the Guiyuan Sect's mountain gate. There, Wang Shaoshao was still fighting with people from the Guiyuan Sect. Wielding a silver longsword, he continuously unleashed silvery-white sword energies, locked in a fierce battle with an early-stage Return to Void expert.
Wei Long had no mood to care about this now. Wrapped in the Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttle, he instantly plunged into the battle, swept up Wang Shaoshao, and vanished into a spatial rift. He left behind a group of Guiyuan Sect experts with grim expressions. The spatial fluctuations around were too intense; they couldn't use teleportation to pursue.
They didn't have a magic treasure like Wei Long's that could directly navigate spatial rifts. They could only watch helplessly as Wang Shaoshao was taken away. Traveling ten thousand miles west while concealed, Wei Long emerged from the spatial rift with Wang Shaoshao. Without wasting words, Wei Long directly said to Wang Shaoshao, "You go. If you want to find your two uncles, go search in the Far North Ice Plains. The task I asked of you is done. I have urgent business to attend to! Farewell!"
After speaking, ninety-nine Nine Heavens Ten Earths Demon-Slaying Shuttles appeared, wrapped around Wei Long, and he vanished, leaving a somewhat bewildered Wang Shaoshao. In an instant, Wei Long had already traveled a thousand miles away. Wang Shaoshao stood there thinking for a moment, then transformed into a sword light and flew towards the Far North Ice Plains.
Meanwhile, Wei Long sped rapidly westward through the spatial rift, flying towards the location he remembered as the Lingxiao Sect's stronghold. In his mind, he secretly contacted Greedy Wolf. This guy was currently still on the moon, a satellite of Luncang Star, absorbing Stellar Power to cultivate. Now, he had to interrupt him.
After flying west for seventy to eighty thousand miles, Wei Long felt the density of demon beasts below begin to increase exponentially, and their ranks kept rising. He flashed out of the spatial rift. The air still carried a faint trace of Immortal Spirit Energy. On the ground, remnants of blood could still be seen. It seemed the Guiyuan Sect experts hadn't left long ago.
And this further confirmed Wei Long's guess. The other party's target was the Lingxiao Sect stronghold. The stronghold's Mountain-Protecting Grand Formation had been hidden. The keys to activating it, the Yin and Yang stones, had been used by Wei Long. To enter, one could only find the exact entry point and then forcefully break the formation.
Judging by the remnants in the air, the other party had left at most a day ago. In a day, Wei Long believed even if they had formation experts supporting them and many experts violently breaking the formation, they probably still couldn't completely break it open. Just then, Wei Long suddenly frowned.
His figure dissipated into thin air. The next moment, a purple light appeared where Wei Long had been, seeming slow but actually fast. With a flash of light, a young man in purple fur, with an extremely bewitching face, suddenly appeared. He traced a slender finger through the air, lightly sniffed at his fingertip, then lazily spoke softly into the void, "Which fellow daoist has appeared here, disregarding the agreement? Hmm, doesn't feel like those guys from Huangqi Country..."
Wei Long raised an eyebrow slightly and flashed into appearance. This guy was none other than Zi Yan of the Purple Fox tribe, whom Wei Long had met ten thousand years ago. This bewitching man who gave Wei Long a rather familiar feeling. As soon as Wei Long appeared, Zi Yan jolted all over, exclaimed, "Master Wei! It's actually you!" and then revealed a smile.
Wei Long nodded slightly, saying, "It's been ten thousand years, Zi Yan, yet it feels like yesterday. Have you seen a large group of Guiyuan Sect people pass by here?"
Zi Yan frowned slightly, his handsome, bewitching face adding a third part of fierceness, and said in a deep voice, "Such a big movement of theirs naturally couldn't escape us. There was a big conflict earlier. Our experts are scattered across various places. The other side alone had four Third Tribulation Loose Immortals, over a dozen Double-Calamity Loose Immortals. The leader is said to be a Fourth Tribulation Loose Immortal already. I came here because of this. Those Guiyuan Sect guys are getting more and more excessive. They want to completely tear up the agreement!"
Suddenly, Wei Long raised an eyebrow, finally realizing what was off. He had crossed the River of Time to arrive in this era, but Zi Yan was different. Yet, after these ten thousand years had passed, Wei Long noticed that, based on Zi Yan's cultivation, he should have ascended long ago in ten thousand years. But now, he was only at the late Ninth Tier.
Seeing Wei Long's expression, Zi Yan gave a somewhat helpless smile and said, "I sought you out before precisely for this matter. Because on Luncang Star, one cannot trigger a Heavenly Tribulation. Apart from the weakened Loose Immortal Tribulation, a normal Heavenly Tribulation cannot be triggered. Grandmaster must have noticed, Luncang Star has no Great Ascension Stage experts. Because after reaching the late Void Refining Stage, one cannot trigger a tribulation to ascend. It's the same for us from the Demon Race. After reaching the Ninth Tier, we fundamentally cannot trigger a tribulation to ascend. We can only undergo physical disintegration and switch to cultivating as a Loose Demon. But for our Demon Race, switching to Loose Demon cultivation is extremely difficult. I sought you out, Grandmaster, to resolve this issue!"
Wei Long frowned and said, "Can't you go to another planet? If Luncang Star cannot trigger tribulations, other planets probably can. Besides, I, Wei, don't have such ability!"
Zi Yan gently shook his head and said, "Grandmaster definitely can do it, just hasn't realized it yet. Because the Saint is by your side, that's why the Howling Moon Celestial Wolf committed suicide to atone. The specifics I don't know, but the secrets of the Howling Moon Celestial Wolf tribe are likely related to the Saint. Going to other planets—it's not that no one has tried. But the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy on Luncang Star seems to lack a certain special element. We cultivate using Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy; even if we go elsewhere, we still cannot trigger a normal tribulation!"
Wei Long's brows were tightly locked. He hadn't finished with matters here, and now this guy brought up such an issue. Wei Long had no mood or time to think about this. If the Guiyuan Sect people entered the Lingxiao Sect stronghold and refined Demon Monarch Li Tian's severed limb, he wouldn't need a tribulation—he'd be finished.
Wei Long cupped his hands and said, "Right now, I have another important matter. Do you know of a sect's ruins near here? If the Guiyuan Sect people enter it, we'll all be doomed together!"
Zi Yan thought for a moment, then said in surprise, "Could it be the ruins of the Lingxiao Sect? That place has been abandoned for a long time, hasn't it?"
Wei Long had no time to explain further to him. He said, "Forget it, let's go together. I'll tell you on the way. The Lingxiao Sect stronghold was merely hidden. Inside is sealed a severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian..."
Along the way, Wei Long explained the Lingxiao Sect stronghold ruins to Zi Yan, and especially the consequences if that severed limb was refined by that person. Zi Yan's expression grew increasingly solemn.
A demon proficient in the Demon-Seeding Art, now already equivalent to an Earth Immortal. If combined with a severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian, his combat power would likely leap to the level of a Six-Tribulation Loose Immortal or even a Seventh-Tier Loose Immortal. This would be equivalent to gaining the combat power of one of Demon Monarch Li Tian's legs. Although this came with a big discount, for a being at the Demon Monarch level, even their leg hair was thicker than these people's thighs. A single finger could crush a bunch of Great Ascension Stage experts.
When they arrived at the Lingxiao Sect stronghold, Wei Long and Zi Yan concealed themselves high in the sky, looking down at the formation that had now been revealed below. Wei Long felt slightly relieved, but the next moment, his expression changed drastically.
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Wei Long had just felt a bit relieved upon seeing Lingxiao Sect's Mountain-Protecting Grand Formation, the Myriad Phenomena Forest Array, had been activated defensively but not broken. Yet, the very next moment, he saw over a dozen guards outside were all First-Calamity Loose Immortals, with only their leader being a Double-Calamity Loose Immortal.
It was immediately clear where the remaining people had gone. The opponent had not violently broken the entire formation. Wei Long, operating his Truth-Seeking Eyes and being a Grandmaster of Formations himself, could easily see that the other side had only forced open a very brief gap with brute force, and during that time, those experts had all slipped into the grand formation.
Splitting their forces like this was indeed the fastest path, which was beyond Wei Long's expectation. The opponent was so cautious, willing to sacrifice combat strength to move with the fastest speed and achieve their goal in the quickest way, even if this method was generally more dangerous.
Wei Long took a deep breath and said, "Zi Yan, I leave these people to you. The situation is worse than I imagined, and the opponent is far more cautious than I thought, especially at a time like this. You can handle these, right? I don't have time to waste with these guys!"
Zi Yan nodded, then flashed and charged towards the ground. A strange, enchanting purple light suddenly appeared on his usually lazy-looking face. He softly spoke to the Loose Immortals below who had raised their heads, "Gentlemen, come dance with me..."
The voice was tender and enchanting, like that of an extremely seductive woman. It silently invaded the minds of those Loose Immortals. The scene in their eyes instantly transformed into a sky full of dancing celestial maidens, alluring yet shy, weaving and swirling around them. In an instant, they lost control of their senses.
A bright purple light flashed in Wei Long's eyes as he thought to himself, "So powerful! The fox clan's enchantment skills are innate. For Zi Yan, a male, to be able to wield such power..." Zi Yan waved his purple fur cloak in the sky, while the Loose Immortals stared blankly upwards, their minds completely controlled.
Wei Long glanced down, then descended from the sky, charging towards the Myriad Phenomena Forest Array. A flickering, uncertain purple light gleamed in his eyes. The moment he landed on the formation, he tapped dozens of points rapidly around the spot with his right hand, making a slicing motion in the air and shouting lowly, "Formation-Breaking Technique! Sever!"
In an instant, the operation of the formation at that point was severed and cut open. As soon as Wei Long slipped inside, the severed formation node repaired itself and resumed operation. Once inside, he was surrounded by dense, towering trees. However, unlike last time, he could now see one ghastly white skeleton after another beneath those trees.
Without stopping, Wei Long strode rapidly towards the center of the formation. At his feet, pale white skeletons kept emerging from the ground. The further in he went, the more motionless skeletons lay blocking the path. Their bony claws seemed to struggle to break free from the ground's restraint and would reach for Wei Long's ankles whenever he passed.
Wei Long's expression was grave. The Myriad Phenomena Forest Array, with no one controlling it, could only manifest its first layer: the Endless Forest, an endless expanse of dark woods under a blood-red sky. It was merely a harmless Trapping Array. But now, skeletons had appeared on the ground. It was almost evolving into the second layer: the Luo Tian Illusion Realm. Once it reached that second-layer Illusion Array, it would possess obvious lethal power.
Confusing the mind, combined with the vast Maze Formation and Trapping Array of the Endless Forest, even with Wei Long's abilities, escaping this formation would take considerable time. This was only because Wei Long possessed the Truth-Seeking Eyes. This Luo Tian Illusion Realm, which had not fully evolved yet, couldn't affect him. But if it were allowed to fully manifest, the impact would be significant.
Wei Long's mind rapidly calculated the formation's operation as his feet moved swiftly, constantly navigating through the Endless Forest. Suddenly, Wei Long's figure shot backward. A whirlwind combining ice and fire exploded where he had just been. Ice spikes tinged with a peculiar flame shot out in all directions like powerful arrows.
Wei Long's face darkened. The gruesome white skeletons on the ground, straining to burst from the soil, had turned into crimson skeletons. Wei Long uttered in a low voice, "Those who stand in my way, die!" With a thought, a ten-foot-tall pitch-black banner materialized behind him, accompanied by the expected piercing, eerie laughter.
Wei Long shouted, "Kill!" In that instant, two sickly green beams of intense light shot from the eyes of the small skull atop the banner. The Myriad Soul Banner instantly expanded to a hundred feet tall. Over a hundred thousand World-Devouring Evil Ghosts burst forth from the banner, indiscriminately beginning to devour everything around them. The dark giant trees were instantly consumed, along with the circulating Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy and Vitality in the air.
The next moment, a scream echoed from mid-air. A Double-Calamity Loose Immortal, who had used a secret technique to hide within the trunk of a giant tree, suddenly appeared. A World-Devouring Evil Ghost was clamped onto his left arm—it had bitten him accidentally while devouring its surroundings.
Immediately after, a dense swarm of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts surged forward like locusts and devoured him completely in an instant. At this point, within a radius of several miles where the dark trees had been devoured, new ones sprouted from the ground. However, the operation of the surrounding formation was already different from before.
Wei Long's face was grim. He activated Shrinking Earth to Inches, turning his body into a blurry streak of afterimages as he darted through the dark forest. The Myriad Soul Banner, now back to its ten-foot height, followed closely behind him, with over a hundred thousand World-Devouring Evil Ghosts continuously devouring the seemingly endless giant trees.
A short while later, Wei Long halted. Not far away, within the dark Endless Forest, a pillar of light descended from the sky. That was the exit of the Myriad Phenomena Forest Array. But now, a First-Calamity Loose Immortal stood there. Seeing Wei Long, the Loose Immortal said expressionlessly, "You're too late. You won't get past."
After speaking, waves of violent, chaotic energy fluctuations erupted from his body. Then, with a deafening boom, he self-destructed. The explosive, powerful Immortal Spirit Energy burst forth. Even suppressed by the formation, it still swept across a ten-mile radius in an instant. Wei Long bore the brunt of the self-destruction impact.
Although he was instantly enveloped by the Myriad Soul Banner, and tens of thousands of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts surged forward one after another to devour the raging Immortal Spirit Energy, Wei Long still spat out a mouthful of blood after over ten thousand ghosts perished. His face grew even more grim and terrifying.
The destroyed dark forest around him grew back. The exit had already shifted its location. Wei Long gritted his teeth and hissed, "These bastards are ruthless! To block anyone who appears, they self-destruct without hesitation, changing the formation's operation again!"
Caught off guard by the initial wave of Immortal Spirit Energy at such close range from a First-Calamity Loose Immortal's self-destruction, it would be unnatural to come out unscathed. Suppressing the anger in his heart, Wei Long grabbed the banner pole of the Myriad Soul Banner. The Demonic Nature within him surfaced, and his eyes turned pitch-black like a deep pool.
Shaking the banner with both hands, he roared sharply, "Myriad Soul Banner! Ten Thousand Ghosts, Arise!" Then, he slammed the Myriad Soul Banner fiercely into the ground. The small skull at the top let out an excited, ear-piercing shriek. Instantly, the banner's main body began to swell wildly: ten zhang, a hundred zhang, five hundred zhang!
Wei Long stood atop the banner. An Immortal Artifact-level Myriad Soul Banner was no joke. In the time of a single breath, three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts flew out from the banner simultaneously. Led by three main souls transformed from Third Tribulation Loose Immortals, the three million ghosts appeared together. Their powerful aura, combined with the banner's own presence, directly pierced through the Trapping Array of the Endless Forest.
Suppress? Suppress the Demonic Nature? Suppress nothing! If someone refined the severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian, it would be game over. What would there be to suppress then? At that moment, over a dozen fluctuations of Immortal Spirit Energy suddenly emanated from within the grand formation. With the Trapping Array broken, those figures all flew towards Wei Long. The Demonic Nature in Wei Long's eyes suddenly surged violently. He bellowed, "Those who stand in my way, die! Get the hell out of my way! Myriad Soul Banner, kill!"
Three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts appeared together, swarming out densely like locusts in all directions. Wherever they passed, everything perished. Anything containing even a trace of Vitality was mercilessly devoured by the ghosts. Explosions of self-destruction echoed. Wei Long stood upon the Myriad Soul Banner, an overwhelming killing intent rising from his eyes.
Outside the grand formation, Zi Yan was still controlling the First-Calamity Loose Immortals when he suddenly saw a five-hundred-zhang-tall banner burst forth from within the formation. Thick Demonic Qi shot up into the sky like a column of beacon smoke. Instantly, Zi Yan's expression changed drastically. His figure flickered, a strong purple light flashed, and he fled into the distance.
Immediately after, three million densely packed World-Devouring Evil Ghosts, like a swarm of locusts, manifested, forcibly devouring the formation. Along with it went over a dozen First-Calamity Loose Immortals, swallowed by the surging ghosts without a sound, leaving not even bone fragments behind.
Blood-red eyes, sharp claws, short stature, and saw-like teeth in their mouths—these were the World-Devouring Evil Ghosts, and there were three million of them! Simply seeing this scene was enough to send a chill down one's spine.
With the grand formation broken, a Floating Mountain nearly a hundred li in size appeared before everyone. Lingxiao Sect's stronghold was finally revealed to the world. The hundred-zhang-thick severed limb towered, its overwhelming Demonic Qi directly overshadowing Wei Long's five-hundred-zhang Myriad Soul Banner.
Only now, the enormous Floating Mountain was shaking violently. Bits of crumbling earth and stone fell towards the ground. The 365 various dead magical artifacts swirling around the severed limb also began to fall to the ground one after another. The Ten Thousand Aeons Tassel Array was about to be broken!
The severed limb trembled at a high frequency. In front of it, a thin back figure entered Wei Long's field of view. The Demonic Qi nearly synchronized with the frequency of the limb. The Demonic Qi emitted from the limb poured down into the crown of that person's head like a baptism.
Wei Long completely released his suppression of his Demonic Nature. His aura continuously rose. Three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts densely filled the sky...
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Seeing that person enveloped in a pure and extreme Demonic Qi, Wei Long confirmed that this was the individual he had been searching for all along. Only someone who cultivated the Demon-Seeding Art could develop such a body of Demonic Qi. It was precisely this that allowed for the direct absorption of the overwhelming Demonic Qi emanating from the severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian.
Now, however, Wei Long had arrived a bit late. That person's aura had already fused with the severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian. Just as Can Sheng had said, the opponent was a Fourth Tribulation Loose Immortal. But now, that imposing aura was rising exponentially. It had already reached the peak of the Fourth Tribulation Loose Immortal stage. In a little while, it might directly and forcefully break through to the level of a Fifth Calamity Loose Immortal.
To wield power far exceeding one's level at the Fourth Tribulation Loose Immortal grade was like some concepts within the Demonic Path—a shortcut, the fastest route to one's goal. Wei Long's face was dark as he stood suspended in mid-air. He completely released his suppression of his Demonic Nature. The True Essence within his body autonomously transformed into pure Devil Essence, which then changed into extremely refined Demonic Qi.
The shrill, piercing laughter of the little skull on the Myriad Soul Banner turned into ripples of sound waves spreading out in all directions. Wei Long's imposing aura also began to rise continuously. Since he was becoming a demon, he would turn everything upside down. All other considerations were cast aside. If that person completely refined that severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian, given Wei Long's cultivation and his current strongest treasure—the Myriad Soul Banner, a Low-Grade Immortal Artifact—it would probably be difficult to withstand the opponent's might.
When one is already dead, what is there to fear? Just then, a lamb with two small jade horns on its head emerged from the ground below. It trod on four earthen-yellow auspicious clouds as it flew towards Wei Long. Wei Long steadied his mind. He was just wondering about Jade Sheep. It seemed this fellow, being the Essence of Earth, had a strong talent for fleeing for its life.
Wei Long glanced at the somewhat panicked and confused Jade Sheep and said, "Do not resist. I will send you to a safe place. Leave this to me!"
Jade Sheep recognized Wei Long immediately. The imminent escape of Demon Monarch Li Tian's severed limb had left this simple, slightly muddled little creature utterly at a loss. Hearing Wei Long's words, it nodded subconsciously and then, still in a daze, was stored by Wei Long within the space of the Cosmic Ring.
Wei Long grabbed the Myriad Soul Banner floating beside him and gave it a shake towards the front. In the sky, the three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts that blotted out the sky and sun seemed to receive an order. Shrieking and howling fiercely, they charged towards that person. In an instant, the area where Demon Monarch Li Tian's severed limb and that person were located was surrounded, impenetrable. The gushing, overwhelming Demonic Qi was also instantly suppressed within.
Continuously devoured by those World-Devouring Evil Ghosts, some had their forms scattered by sweeps of that Demonic Qi, or had their bodies burst from being overwhelmed by the devoured Demonic Qi. They turned into streams of True Spirit and returned to the Myriad Soul Banner, reforming their bodies and rejoining the ranks of the three-million-strong army.
Within a hundred-mile radius, Demonic Qi ran rampant. Vitality began to diminish at a visible rate. The immense life force contained within that severed limb of Demon Monarch Li Tian acted like an addiction, attracting Wei Long's three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts to charge forward wave after wave.
Wei Long focused his gaze ahead, faint flashes of purple light occasionally appearing in his eyes. With three million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts emerging together, the Myriad Soul Banner, a top-tier treasure of the Demonic Path, displayed its formidable power in the Cultivation World for the first time. The endlessly regenerating World-Devouring Evil Ghosts would not perish as long as a trace of True Spirit remained. This was also why the Myriad Soul Banner required millions of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts to advance to an Immortal Artifact.
The scattered Demonic Qi in the surroundings was completely devoured. The World-Devouring Evil Ghosts tightly enveloped both that person and the severed limb of Demon Monarch
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