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He opened his eyes, unaware when he had begun to cry, tears streaming down his face. His mind was filled with the Human Emperor offering himself as a sacrifice, willing to pay the price of never being reborn to open the path of reincarnation for the Human Race. That powerful, resolute tone was still shaking Wei Long's heart and soul. Looking at the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal before him, it contained within it the sun, moon, and stars. There was only a vague human figure between heaven and earth, just slightly clearer than before.
Above the ground, everyone within a hundred-mile radius had fallen unconscious. The Human Emperor's Fortune, especially the nine strands of Fortune actively released by the Primordial Human Emperor at his peak, were something these Demonkin simply could not resist. Even though this Fortune was unattended, it still possessed an innate suppressing power over these outsiders. Wei Long gazed at the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal floating before him, silent for a long time. Only after a long while did he suddenly speak in a plain yet firm tone: "The existence of humans... from beginning to end, throughout the Cultivation World, I have mostly seen killing, evil, selfishness, and infighting. I never once thought that humans were merely one race within heaven and earth. I dare not say I will toil for the Human Race until my dying breath, nor dare I say I can bear the fate of an entire race on my shoulders. But I, Wei Long, will wager my dignity, my life, and my Dao. I will definitely make the Human Emperor reappear in this world!"
After saying these words, Wei Long waved his hand, and the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal returned to his Dantian to be nurtured. Flying up into the sky, Wei Long remained silent for a long time. This world was probably not as simple as he had imagined. It seemed that in the Fourth Star Universe where he had appeared, there were not only people from the Sword Sect, but also the passageways to the five great Immortal Realms had been declared sealed, and a Celestial Venerable had personally issued the order. This was probably the reason for the relative peace within the Fourth Star Universe.
Thinking of Mo Dao's words when he left, the Fifth Starry Cosmos was probably in a state of chaos. The status of Human Race cultivators was likely not as he had subconsciously imagined. When the Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal advanced to an Immortal Artifact, a trace of the Human Emperor's Fortune had inexplicably appeared. Wei Long understood then that there was probably the shadow of some great power behind this. And this time, nine strands of the Human Emperor's Fortune had appeared at once, all entering Wei Long's Heaven-Earth Imperial Seal. Yet back on Purple Fate Star, the Human Emperor's Fortune above Huangfu's head had hovered three inches above his fontanel. The difference was clear.
Wei Long also had some guesses about the purpose of this great power. He sighed inwardly: "Regarding the Four Great Daos of the Auxiliary Paths, and even regarding side paths, I dare say my heart is as high as the heavens. But in this matter, I know my limits. To use the Human Emperor's Fortune as the price... what a grand gesture. Unfortunately, you all misjudged me, Wei Long. I am not a person of your era. I have no ambition to command the world as its supreme ruler. But for the first time, I admire someone with my whole heart and soul. I do this for no other reason. I will exhaust all my abilities, search the highest heavens and the deepest hells, and I will definitely resurrect the Human Emperor. As for this burden of heart... let the Human Emperor shoulder it himself!"
There was another reason. Wei Long could deeply understand the Human Emperor's last glance, that firm yet heartbreakingly sorrowful look. What makes a human, human? Deep emotions, many desires, cherishing life, fearing death, the Seven Emotions and Six Desires are inherently part of being human. To discard these is to cease being human. Although it did not match the imagined image of the Human Emperor being lofty, majestic, and cold, this instead moved Wei Long even more. This was also an important reason why Wei Long peacefully accepted those nine strands of the Human Emperor's Fortune.
Taking one last glance at the ground below, Wei Long transformed into a streak of light and vanished. Such a grand spectacle earlier, especially the appearance of the Human Emperor's Fortune, might have been sensed by the top experts of the Demonic Realm. However, this place was extremely remote, located within the territory of a Demon General's dynasty to begin with, and was just a small city in a province. The ruler of the dynasty was only a Demon General equivalent to a Nine Heavens Mystic Immortal. Wei Long was not overly concerned.
Just one day after Wei Long left, the unconscious people in Blackwood City slowly began to wake up. But no one remembered what had happened. No one even recalled that a person named Wei Long had ever appeared. Only Mu Tianlin of the Mu family vaguely felt he had forgotten something. A faint image of a thin figure in white robes appeared in his mind. But after mentioning it to others and being laughed at, he slowly forgot.
The next day, the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King dispatched two Great Demon in black armor to appear in Blackwood City. But the people of Blackwood City had no memory of any black-armored Demon Avatars coming to conscript soldiers. The city's operations continued exactly as before. It was just that everyone seemed to have lost a day's memory. With the two black-armored Demon Avatars missing, the matter was quietly dropped.
At this time, Wei Long, following the map's directions, headed towards the provincial center, Black Fiend Demon City. Along the way, the Demonkin he encountered had increasingly higher cultivation. He even frequently saw massive three-headed vultures used as transport, carrying wave after wave of Demonkin near Black Fiend Demon City. Every Demonkin he saw seemed eager and enthusiastic, as if they were very passionate about the prospect of war.
Wei Long found this hard to understand. From a human perspective, a general's success is built on ten thousand corpses. The lower one's cultivation and the more ordinary one is, the more one should dislike war. But here, at least Wei Long had not seen a single individual who held negative feelings about the impending war. Wei Long, who was extremely sensitive to emotional perception, clearly sensed this. Everyone seemed to harbor great expectations and anticipation for the war.
He transformed the True Essence within his body, turning it into ordinary Demonic Qi of the Demonic Realm. His face also altered slightly, making him look exceptionally ordinary and unremarkable. No one who saw him would connect it with Wei Long's original appearance. He fully released his cultivation base: the peak of the Great Ascension Stage, one step away from the Earth Immortal level. Similarly, he was at the peak of the Fourth Revolution Great Dao Golden Core.
Reaching the Fifth Revolution Great Dao Golden Core was a qualitative change. Some divine abilities that Wei Long currently could not use at all would become usable. Moreover, some restrictions of the Four Great Daos of the Auxiliary Paths—Alchemy, Artifact Forging, Formations, and Talismans—would be completely removed. He could begin working on them even if his cultivation realm was insufficient. For example, regarding the Talisman Path, Wei Long had always used paper talismans before. They were made from pulp of high-aged trees, with other materials added to create the talisman paper. But this paper had inherent defects.
For instance, the surface wasn't smooth, and the distribution had subtle differences. This was the reason for the low success rate in making Heaven-Grade Talismans. In the Cultivation World, even just achieving a successful creation had a success rate problem, let alone Heaven-Grade Talismans. On the other hand, talisman paper wasn't naturally formed, so it lacked innate patterns and structures. Therefore, the highest-level talisman generally possible with paper talismans was the Ninth Tier Talisman.
As for the paper for making Immortal Talismans, at the very least, the heartwood of treasured trees over ten thousand years old could serve as the raw material. Furthermore, the cinnabar needed to be at least ten-thousand-year-old Purple Blood Cinnabar refined into a primary pulp. When making the talisman, the blood of a Divine Beast or higher-level beast had to be added, and the beast's attribute had to match the talisman being made. It was extremely troublesome.
Therefore, talismans at the Immortal Talisman level and above used immortal jade or specific tree heartwood as carriers, or were directly cultivated in talisman-nurturing grounds. Although the power might not match that of the complicated paper talisman process, it was much more convenient and suitable for mass production.
Regarding alchemy, after reaching the Immortal level, one could channel Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy into the alchemy furnace, greatly improving the potency and quantity of pills. This was the prerequisite for batch refining pills. All the strictly required Immortal-grade Alchemy Hand-Seals could also be performed. The Golden Pills beyond the third revolution that Wei Long had refined before were not truly Golden Pills. They had not undergone the infusion and nurturing of Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy. Missing this step, the higher the grade, the greater the gap in the potency of the refined pill.
For example, the Six Revolutions Golden Pill Wei Long refined, lacking the step of Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy infusion and nurturing, certainly took less time to refine. Its potency was at best equivalent to an ordinary high-grade Immortal Pill. But if it were a complete Six Revolutions Golden Pill, its potency could be increased by at least a hundred times. That was the difference! Artifact forging and formation refining were similarly in this category.
At this moment, Wei Long had already decided not to suppress his cultivation any longer. He would find an opportunity to undergo his tribulation and enter the realm of the Fifth Revolution Great Dao Golden Core. His Primordial Spirit could be enhanced by the Moon Soul Silver Elixir. Improving his cultivation base was even simpler. Previously, Wei Long was only worried that his cultivation would rise too quickly, making his foundation unstable. If his cultivation increased too fast and his Primordial Spirit advanced too rapidly, it might exceed his control. Wei Long's principle had always been to maintain complete control, which was why he hardly cultivated actively, only letting the Taiji Diagram and the Great Dao Golden Core autonomously absorb Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy.
The higher the grade, the more important comprehension became, while cultivation base itself was not as crucial. Although the Moon Soul Silver Elixir was said to be able to infinitely enhance the strength of the Primordial Spirit and Soul and Spirit, having a powerful Primordial Spirit without corresponding comprehension, even to the point of lacking full control, would be a disaster. This time, moved by his feelings, he dared to let go and prepare to enter the Fifth Revolution Great Dao Golden Core, which was akin to a watershed level.
Three months later, Wei Long finally saw Black Fiend Demon City. It was a massive city at least five hundred miles across, with walls three hundred zhang high. Standing on the ground outside the city walls, one could hardly see the buildings inside. Only in the center of the city was there a colossal statue, a full thousand zhang tall. Even from a hundred miles away, this statue was clearly visible. It was carved entirely from obsidian, unique to the Demonic Realm.
And it was a single, complete piece of refined obsidian, a full thousand zhang tall! It had two spiral-straight horns on its head, broad demonic wings on its back, with the tips of the wings being two sharp bone spikes. Its face resembled that of a handsome mortal. Its arms were crossed over its chest, its head slightly bowed. After the initial impression of ferocity and evil, there was a strange sense of holiness, as if it were a compassionate Buddha.
Wei Long's gaze sharpened. The next moment, he averted his eyes. For a moment, he had the illusion that the statue was alive! Just then, a Demonkin observing the statue not far away said with a devout expression: "You must be a traveler who has journeyed here, sir. This is our great Great Black Celestial Demon Lord!"
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Wei Long nodded expressionlessly, as if he hadn't heard the words of the person just now. That person also seemed to take it for granted, treating Wei Long as a subject under another Demon Monarch. Wei Long slowly made his way towards the gate of Black Fiend Demon City. When he was still over ten li away from the dozens-of-zhang-high city gate, he could already see people lying prostrate on the ground along the roadside. They were advancing towards Black Fiend Demon City by performing the three kneelings and nine prostrations, like worshippers.
Wei Long watched those demonkin with demonic runes on their faces, arms, or limbs with a blank expression. Their fierce and ferocious appearance seemed to have vanished. Whether from their eyes or expressions, they all carried a piety that Wei Long found hard to believe. Yes, it was piety. Like fanatical believers worshipping the deity they believed in—fanatical, pious. Those were the only characteristics.
The closer he got to Black Fiend Demon City, the more people there were. At a place one li from the city gate, those people would finally stand up and enter Black Fiend Demon City. Beside the huge black iron gate, aside from two guards who seemed almost useless, there was no one else to be found. Wei Long seemed to understand something. Just the worshippers within this dozen or so li radius added up to three to four hundred thousand people. Moreover, most of them were demonkin with cultivation. Those who could reach here all had some skills; otherwise, they would have died on the journey long ago.
The Demonic Realm was extremely dangerous. At the very least, along his journey, Wei Long had sensed three magical beasts exceeding the Ninth Tier. Just along this straight path, he had sensed over thirty Ninth Tier magical beasts. Magical beasts below Ninth Tier were countless. Entering Black Fiend Demon City, whether the guards at the gate or the patrolling guards inside the city, upon seeing Wei Long in his white robe, they would all bow respectfully.
Wei Long remained impassive. It seemed that in the Demonic Realm, those who could wear white robes were all mages. Moreover, mages seemed to hold a very high status here. At the very least, Wei Long could clearly feel that every one of those people bowed to him with piety and respect. Entering the city, he saw that the surroundings were filled with tall buildings that carried a primitive style. The buildings along the street, the highest being only five stories, but each floor was at least five zhang tall. For taller ones, the first floor alone was ten zhang high!
Accustomed to the delicate buildings of the human race, where street-side shops were usually only one or two zhang tall at most, Wei Long understood why the buildings here were so tall after seeing a demonkin who was over four zhang tall. Listening to the whispers of the surrounding demonkin, he understood that was a high-level devil of the Demonic Realm. The tall and straight figure and the black single horn on the forehead were all marks of a high-level devil.
And these devils who were about the same height as Wei Long, aside from the demonic runes on their bodies, looked no different from humans. They were the so-called low-level devils. If the number of demonic runes was small, they would even be called lowly commoners or ants. Even their families would feel shame for having a low-level devil without talent in their household. Seeing that so-called high-level devil mercilessly kill a demonkin just for blocking his path a little earlier, Wei Long felt his values were seriously challenged.
But not a single person around spoke up for that tragically killed demonkin. Even those demonkin who were also "lowly commoners" or "ants" wore expressions that said it should be so. The people here worshipped strength to an extent Wei Long found hard to believe. It wasn't just one or two people, but everyone was like this. In the words and deeds everyone discussed, most were about increasing their own strength, war, merit, and what magical beasts they had slain to display their power.
Even Wei Long had heard that the demonesses renowned among all races, those enchanting, soul-stirring beauties, were the least discussed topic here. Wei Long lowered his head and secretly sighed: "No wonder the Devil Race can dominate the Demonic Realm, the Demon Race can dominate the Demon World, while humans seem to only hold a place in the Earth Immortal Realm. If it weren't for the Ancient Sage Emperors and the Primordial Human Emperor of the Human Race, their status would have been precarious long ago. Just think how many geniuses have been destroyed over these years due to jealousy and envy of talent, alas..."
Wei Long felt extremely conflicted inside. Deep down, he didn't want to get involved in the affairs between these races. Some of the negative, extreme thoughts in his heart even included fleeting thoughts like feeling it wasn't worth it for the Human Emperor. Until a crisis of racial extinction appeared, some people would never wake up from those struggles for power and profit. This was probably also a characteristic of being human.
Just as Wei Long was deep in thought, a respectful and careful voice suddenly sounded beside him: "Honored Mage, may I ask where you have traveled from? Welcome to Black Fiend Demon City. This is the territory of the great Great Black Celestial Demon Lord. Would you like to go to the Demon Palace?"
Wei Long snapped out of his thoughts, pushing away those heavy thoughts in his mind. With a glance, he saw a thin, pale-faced demonkin in black robes standing respectfully to the side, slightly bowing at the waist. After a moment of thought, Wei Long said: "This one heard on the road that a new war is about to begin. May I ask who the opponent is this time?"
The demonkin was slightly taken aback, then immediately replied in a tone tinged with fanaticism yet still very respectful: "Honored Mage, a large demon stone vein has appeared on the border of our Dorath Empire. The Jinbao Empire intends to seize it. Negotiations collapsed, so the Thirteenth Demon General had no choice but to launch a war to teach them a painful lesson. This concerns the honor of the great Great Black Celestial Demon Lord. Therefore, our Dorath Empire will launch a full-scale war!"
Wei Long nodded slightly, thinking to himself: "A treasure appeared on the border of two empires. Naturally, both want it. And I don't think these two empires would compromise and share it. They both must want to monopolize it. It seems the Jinbao Empire is not under the Great Black Celestial Demon Lord. Demon stones are probably yuan stones or spirit stones. But what's the standard for a large vein..."
Wei Long asked again: "A large vein? Be more specific. Perhaps this one can contribute a modest effort!"
The demonkin's eyes lit up with joy. He immediately made a strange gesture of courtesy and praised loudly: "Honored Mage, the great Great Black Celestial Demon Lord might personally receive you!" Then he lowered his voice: "According to the High Priest of the Demon Palace, it's a high-level fire demon stone vein buried deep underground in the Ten Thousand Beasts Mountain Range on the eastern border of the Dorath Empire. It's estimated to span a hundred thousand li. How many high-level fire demon stones can be mined is impossible to estimate!"
The demonkin's eyes held unconcealable excitement. From his observation just now, with his Eighth Tier cultivation, he couldn't even see through an ordinary white robe. This mage's cultivation was definitely above the Ninth Tier. If he could recommend him to the Demon Palace, it would be a huge merit. Especially in this time of war, this merit became particularly significant.
Wei Long was also slightly surprised. High-level fire demon stones? Probably fire-type immortal stones. And at least a hundred thousand li... likely the number of high-level fire-type immortal crystals inside wouldn't be small either. Such a massive vein—no wonder they were willing to pour all the empire's strength into a war to decide ownership. Although, Wei Long had never really had much feeling for things like spirit stones.
Because in his Qiankun Continent, with the existence of the Little Ginseng Spirit, almost all spiritual herbs could be cultivated. Except for some extremely rare spiritual herbs that required specific environments and opportunities to cultivate and couldn't be grown on a large scale, and besides some Heaven-Earth Spiritual Treasure-level rare herbs that took a long time to cultivate, there was nothing the Little Ginseng Spirit couldn't grow.
Wei Long was never short of money. Just casually tossing out high-level immortal pills could fetch large amounts of immortal stones. But Wei Long thought of some other things. Lost in thought, he walked away alone, completely forgetting about the demonkin's existence. But in the demonkin's view, this was as it should be. The strong didn't need to give reasons to the weak!
Casually finding a guest room that resembled a large warehouse to rest in, Wei Long thought of Luo Hou, who had been separated for a long time without contact, and those guys from the Dragon Gate Trading Association and the Shadow Division. The long period without contact meant all was well. But Wei Long saw some other things here. First, the alchemy level here was simply abysmal. Second, the artifact forging level, aside from the toughness and strength of the weapons themselves, was almost worthless in Wei Long's eyes. Third, and most importantly, Wei Long needed information—massive, comprehensive information.
Having just arrived in the Demonic Realm, he had already found nine complete strands of Human Emperor's Fortune. Perhaps the Human Emperor had other strands of Human Emperor's Fortune lost in the Demonic Realm. But the Demonic Realm was simply too vast. Wei Long alone could never complete such a task. He needed people to help, at least with information and news, things one person couldn't manage alone.
Wei Long first contacted Wu Jizi and Yin Chen. All was well. The Dragon Gate Trading Association had withdrawn from Purple Fate Star, but its scale had already covered more than half of the southern part of the entire Seventh Star System. The Shadow Division had also expanded again, continuously seeking people suitable for cultivating shadow demon techniques. Wei Long outlined the key tasks for the near future: the Dragon Gate Trading Association should focus on developing intelligence and wealth accumulation, while the Shadow Division should focus on developing combat power, high-end combat power!
The plan to infiltrate the Immortal Realm was also temporarily shelved. He gave Wu Jizi a hundred years to spread the society's reach to every place in the entire Fourth Star Universe where living beings appeared. This task was basically impossible to complete. A hundred years was simply not enough to accomplish what those families hadn't achieved even one percent of in ten thousand years.
But they had Wei Long, a powerful backer, and a whole world as their supply!
Finally, with a strange smile, Wei Long contacted this Luo Hou who always seemed to be doing who-knows-what: "Luo Hou, this one is in the Demonic Realm. Are you coming?"
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Luo Hou was originally born from Wei Long's path into the Demonic Path through slaughter. Luo Hou manifested from Wei Long's darkest, most malicious thoughts. He perfectly embodied Wei Long's ideal image of a demon: utterly evil, a relentless killer, devoid of even a trace of goodness. His very existence was meant to destroy all vestiges of virtue across the heavens. Using slaughter as his path to enlightenment and butchering all living beings was entirely fitting. This was also why Wei Long rarely experienced intense malice and killing intent within himself anymore.
For one seeking the ultimate path, harboring a desire to kill towards others acted as a barrier to one's true heart and Dao. Taking too many lives meant accumulating vast Karmic Power, a terrifying prospect for a Qi Refiner. However, splitting off these urges wasn't a barrier anymore; it was a release. It allowed him to preserve both aspects, the ultimate solution Wei Long had devised, inspired by the Cutting Three Corpses enlightenment path.
Yet the Cutting Three Corpses path demanded severing not only the Corpse of Good and the Corpse of Evil, but also the Corpse of Self Attachments. Becoming detached from good, evil, and personal obsessions embodied the Supreme Detachment method. After enlightenment, one became like the impartial heavens, devoid of all human emotion. This utterly contradicted Wei Long's own Dao. Wei Long's belief was to remain human: passionate, filled with desires, likes, and dislikes – fundamentally different from an emotionless machine. That, to him, was humanity.
After arriving in the Demonic Realm, Wei Long felt somewhat out of place. The views of the Demonkin here, even their... beliefs, didn't align with his principles. War, for instance, was a word Wei Long instinctively disliked. This aversion might stem from Luo Hou's separation, but this place was absolutely perfect for Luo Hou. Where could be more suited?
Nowhere, except the Demonic Realm! Especially now, when this so-called "Ancestor of Demons" was still growing. Luo Hou's cultivation was still influenced by Wei Long. Though this connection wouldn't remain as strict as during his initial manifestation—he could never truly surpass Wei Long's real level—it currently wasn't that restrictive; Luo Hou couldn't exceed Wei Long by more than one major stage.
Being two aspects of one being, with Wei Long's true self dominant, Luo Hou's advancement also brought benefits. Experiences from higher realms became accessible; insights into Luo Hou's Slaughter Path could be referenced. Understanding one method enlightened many others, especially since they shared the same origin; the connections were vivid. This time, when Wei Long tried communicating, Luo Hou remained aloof and unresponsive.
Wei Long offered a faint smile and strolled through Black Fiend Demon City. He sought truly special items—materials or spirit herbs found only in the Demonic Realm. He would save seeds for the Little Ginseng Spirit. While the spirit could cultivate any herb Wei Long needed with specific traits, having seeds saved significant trouble. Wei Long was busy sweeping through shops for alchemy materials, seeds, or ready herbs.
Suddenly, Wei Long felt a tremor. A pitch-black vortex sprouted within his Spirit Consciousness Sea. Overwhelming Demonic Thought violently surged into his mind. The Seven-Colored Primordial Spirit, previously resting with closed eyes, snapped them open. The Three-Petaled Golden Lotus beneath it radiated blinding light. Even the 129,600 Ancient Demon Scripts, which constantly flowed through the Spirit Consciousness Sea, pulsed with strange, unfathomable fluctuations.
Wei Long was startled. He dared not linger amidst the crowds. Who knew this usually silent Luo Hou—this guy normally couldn't be forced to speak—could react so violently? Finding an inn, Wei Long casually erected concealment barriers and sank his consciousness inward. Within the seemingly boundless Spirit Consciousness Sea, a massive, ten-thousand-meters-wide dark vortex swirled, seemingly connecting to an unknown existence.
A moment later, Luo Hou's image slowly emerged from the black vortex. He wore long robes, black so deep it seemed red. His hair and eyes were jet black, his face pale, etched with chilling cruelty. As Wei Long's consciousness focused inward, the Seven-Colored Primordial Spirit gazed directly at the projection. Bathed in the light of the Three-Petaled Golden Lotus with a ribbon of blue and a wisp of faint purple energy swirling nearby, Wei Long’s spirit exuded saintly grace, resembling a benevolent Buddha.
This stood in stark, dramatic contrast to the figure advancing towards him – Luo Hou, a solid embodiment of terrifying Demonic Thought and solidified killing intent. Wei Long scrutinized this projection, a subtle curve lifting the corner of his mouth. At last, this arrogant bastard had initiated contact. Why? Wei Long didn't know, but it felt incredibly satisfying. Almost instantly, the Spirit Consciousness Sea split into two zones. The 129,600 Ancient Demon Scripts vanished into the boundaries of the mental space. What remained was one side bathed in gentle, sacred multicolored golden light, and the other shrouded in swirling dark mist, radiating palpable danger and sinister evil.
Surprisingly, the two sides coexisted in perfect harmony, showing no sign of rejection. Wei Long's Primordial Spirit wore a faint, alluring smile. Its every movement seemed capable of swaying hearts and minds. The ribbons of blue and faint purple energy resembled fragile celestial gauze. Yet focusing on them instantly evoked an overwhelming surge of sorrow and dread.
Wei Long stared silently at Luo Hou, that enigmatic smile lingering. Luo Hou glared back coldly, equally silent. After a moment, Wei Long felt defeated; this guy’s aloofness remained intact. Trying to outlast him in patience was pointless. Wei Long sighed inwardly. He reasoned, at least he’d already won one round.
Wei Long finally spoke, "Luo Hou. Strange indeed. What brings you to me?"
Luo Hou, his expression frozen in coldness, spat out just two words, "Demonic Realm."
Wei Long choked back a response. Was this thing really his manifestation? Staring at the projection for several long breaths, Wei Long squeezed out, "Honestly, would speaking two more sentences kill you? And couldn't you stop severing our connection?"
Luo Hou stated impassively, "Qiankun Continent's access authority."
Wei Long's sense of defeat flared sharply. Negotiating common decency with this creature was useless. Was it due to the overwhelming killing intent within Luo Hou, or did he simply lack other emotions? He felt like a mechanical automaton. Accepting this understanding, Wei Long abandoned further attempts at extracting more words. With focused intent, he connected with Qiankun Continent—more precisely, with the colossal sky-piercing tree at its center, the giant tree whose crown held up the heavens.
That was the true heart of Wei Long’s personal domain. The Cosmic Ring, once the entrance, had long since become redundant. Its internal space had been absorbed by the giant tree. Wei Long himself was now the only living access point, the sole coordinate linking to that space. Back in the Fourth Star Universe, the spatial passages he forged amidst countless stars were exclusive; any other entity attempting transit would be instantly crushed to nothing by the world's innate pressure.
Wei Long had used a blood refinement method, a grindingly slow technique, to fuse with the colossal tree. Integration had reached over eighty percent. As the tree continued to grow, this percentage would inevitably increase, especially since conventional refinement methods could never tame it. It was fortunate Wei Long had activated the tree with his own power when it was merely a withered branch; subjugating a tree thousands of miles tall, fully grown, would have been unthinkable.
Handing over a secondary mobile access coordinate to Luo Hou, the projection turned immediately towards the dark vortex. Wei Long’s expression turned sour. Just as Luo Hou reached the vortex's swirling edge, he turned back. His eyes, cold as ice, swept over Wei Long. "True self," he stated flatly, "Your power is too weak." With that final, cutting remark, he vanished into the swirling darkness.
In the blink of an eye, the Spirit Consciousness Sea returned to normal. The 129,600 Ancient Demon Scripts detached from the spatial boundaries, reappearing within the mental ocean. They resumed their celestial movements like countless distant stars. Unnoticed before, each script now generated a smaller, intricate satellite script hovering near it, collectively forming a dizzyingly complex constellation, reminiscent of a starry sky.
The moment Wei Long withdrew his consciousness back to the inn room, reality warped before him. Space rippled like disturbed water. A foot stepped out from the undulating, mirror-like expanse. The next instant, Luo Hou stood fully materialized in front of Wei Long. Intense killing aura and Demonic Thought churned the surrounding space, causing subtle vibrations. Faint echoes of bloody slaughter and vengeful spirits' howls seemed to hang in the very air. A true paramount demon had arrived!
Wei Long's heart nearly leapt out of his chest. Was this guy just fighting? Killing? This absolute lunatic! Daring to project an avatar while in battle! The idiot forgot they were intrinsically linked – one's loss was the other's loss, one's gain the other's gain! If Luo Hou got annihilated, Wei Long would suffer grievously too.
But Wei Long had no time to protest. The moment Luo Hou solidified fully in the space, the immense, oppressive weight of his killing intent and Demonic Thought coalesced into a dark vortex spinning violently around him. The dozen layers of defensive barriers Wei Long had painstakingly erected proved utterly useless – pop pop pop pop – like bursting bubbles, they shattered instantly.
That immense, malignant presence erupted upward with raw power. It blasted through the sturdy ceiling, a pillar of Demonic Qi shooting skyward like a tornado. Instantly, for a thousand miles around, encompassing all of Black Fiend Demon City, every Demonkin beneath the level of a Great Demon was forced down. Their spines bent, unable to straighten. Those with lower cultivation simply collapsed flat on the ground, pinned like lifeless dogs.
Shouts erupted all across the city.
"Is it the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King?!"
"No! This killing aura... it's too strong! Definitely not him! Stronger than the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King!"
"Great Black Celestial Demon Lord preserve us! Could it be a Demon General under his command?"
Whooshing sounds filled the air as figures shot towards Wei Long's location. Angry roars tore through the intervening space, exploding directly overhead: "OUTRAGEOUS!"
Events escalated too quickly for Wei Long to intervene. Luo Hou's expression remained icy. He snorted coldly. "Seeking death."
Wei Long pressed a hand to his forehead, sighing deeply with utter resignation. "Forget it. Handle this mess yourself..."
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Wei Long had clearly overlooked the arrogance that allowed Luo Hou to call himself the Ancestor of Demons. A supreme Great Demon who had entered the Demonic Path through the path of slaughter, a being with none of humanity's complex emotions, no fear, no retreat, would absolutely never understand the meaning of the word 'low-key' in any situation short of certain death. He could never tolerate someone standing above him and scolding him from a position of authority.
Therefore, Wei Long very wisely gave up trying to persuade this fellow who didn't even respect his own main body. His figure flickered as he used an Escape Art and vanished from the spot. It was obviously best to leave matters here for Luo Hou to handle himself. In fact, it could only be left to Luo Hou. Because Luo Hou was a demon, but Wei Long was not. Wei Long was a proper human. Even if his Primordial Chaos Unity could transform the True Essence within his body into the purest Demonic Qi, this fact remained.
This was because what Wei Long cultivated was originally not a Demonic Path technique. The higher the level, the more pronounced this slight difference became. Especially in this Demonic Realm filled with Demonkin, some high-level Ancestors of Demons might not sense another's identity through the aura of their technique, but through their own bloodline inheritance – the will and soul fused into their very blood. This was probably something only Luo Hou could achieve; Wei Long could not.
The reason for luring Luo Hou to the Demonic Realm was that he was more suited to it than the main body. The task of searching and gathering possibly scattered fragments of the Human Emperor's Fortune within the Demonic Realm could only be entrusted to Luo Hou. Wei Long, however, needed to find a place to enter seclusion and prepare to advance to the Fifth Revolution Great Dao Golden Core realm. Strictly speaking, Wei Long's current cultivation was equivalent to the peak of the Great Ascension Stage, or perhaps slightly stronger. Luo Hou, at this moment, already possessed cultivation equivalent to the Earth Immortal realm!
This tiny gap resulted in a vast difference in combat power, not a minor one. Not to mention that Luo Hou originally cultivated the path of slaughter; his combat prowess could not be measured by his true cultivation level at all. As Wei Long left, Luo Hou remained standing where he was. Although he used the Qiankun Continent as a transfer point, the effects of crossing realms were not something he could recover from in an instant. Furthermore, this fellow didn't have Wei Long's Taiji Diagram and had relied entirely on his own power to endure the crossing.
To a certain extent, it was as if his full cultivation had not completely crossed over. Or rather, he himself had not fully appeared in this world. Strictly speaking, the world level of the Demonic Realm was higher than that of the Fourth Star Universe, and the rules between heaven and earth were slightly different. Luo Hou also needed to adapt!
Therefore, he did not spend any effort or power to suppress his Demonic Qi, letting it erupt naturally. This Demonic Qi, suppressed during the spatial crossing, appeared even more violent and wild. Luo Hou's face was expressionless. His body was enveloped in Demonic Qi that transformed into swirling mist. With him as the center, a Demonic Qi tornado nearly a thousand zhang tall began to rage within Black Fiend Demon City. Buildings within a radius of a hundred zhang were shredded into streams of gravel and stone fragments by the tornado.
The black stones, which had great resistance to Demonic Qi, seemed unable to withstand the onslaught of this Qi, corroding and dissolving. In less than three breaths, the guardians of Black Fiend Demon City appeared above Luo Hou. Even in the Demonic Realm, such unrestrained release of Demonic Qi within a city was prohibited. Although battles within the city often occurred, the moment they started, the participants were directed to special arenas meant for resolving grudges through combat. Wanton destructive acts like Luo Hou's were considered a provocation against the authority of Black Fiend Demon City.
Not to mention, Luo Hou's immense killing intent and Demonic Thought exerted absolute suppression on Demonkin whose cultivation was beneath his. In the instant of that eruption, over twenty low-level Demonkin who happened to be close to Luo Hou were directly vaporized and annihilated. Just as the city guards arrived, Luo Hou's true body could be considered fully descended into this world. The second wave of Demonic Qi eruption directly covered an area of a thousand zhang.
Hundreds of Demonkin were injured, and over two hundred low-level Demonkin were directly obliterated. All buildings within a thousand-zhang radius looked as if they had been trampled by a giant beast, completely ruined. At that moment, three strands of will penetrated Luo Hou's domineering Demonic Qi and locked onto him. Luo Hou's eyes narrowed, the divine light within them instantly flaring. A piercing, sharp laugh, violent and overbearing, stabbed into everyone's eardrums.
A great black banner, fully three zhang tall, appeared behind Luo Hou. Its flag surface was black tinged with red, red tinged with black, covered in countless intricate dark golden patterns. Wispy, barely-there black smoke rose from the banner. The banner pole seemed constructed from countless tiny, shrieking black skulls, constantly absorbing the pervasive, violent, and savage Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy in the surrounding air.
At the top of the pole was a sickly pale skull slightly larger than a human head. Two clumps of ghastly green demonic fire burned within its eye sockets. It wore a crown woven from countless tiny bone joints. Its jawbone opened and closed repeatedly with an exaggerated range, and that soul-piercing, sharp laughter emanated from this skull. Long time no see, the Myriad Soul Banner had advanced again! A top-grade demonic weapon!
As the little skull's sharp laughter rang out, the three strands of will that seemed unaffected by Luo Hou's domineering Demonic Qi recoiled as if bitten by venomous snakes, retreating faster than they came. Luo Hou stared expressionlessly at the sky. The fluctuations of Demonic Qi outside his body grew increasingly calm, yet still brimmed with overbearing, slaughterous intent. As soon as the Myriad Soul Banner appeared, it flew towards the sky with a weird laugh. Without even a glance, Luo Hou slapped the little skull on its head, smashing it deep into the ground.
His gaze, filled with a cold and utterly emotionless killing intent, swept over the little skull atop the Myriad Soul Banner. The little skull's unpleasant, weird laughter stopped abruptly, like a duck being choked. The ghastly green demonic fire flickering in its eyes also paused momentarily. The banner's main body sank deeper into the earth, burying its head beneath the ground.
Evidently, Luo Hou had inherited Wei Long's intense dislike for that ear-piercing, weird laughter, and was exceptionally proficient in delivering slaps. He must have done this frequently. The instant the little skull hid underground, three black-armored Great Demons appeared in the air above, charging down at Luo Hou with a wave of ferocious, icy killing intent. A cold light flashed in Luo Hou's eyes as his figure instantly vanished from its spot.
The speed of the three black-armored Great Demons charging down from mid-air increased further, carrying with it a tragic, bloody, slaughterous flavor. Demonkin within a radius of ten li paled and trembled, prostrate on the ground. That killing aura and taste of slaughter cultivated through countless bloody wars were absolutely not something most Demonkin could resist. But the next moment, an even more immense killing intent erupted, overwhelming heaven and earth.
Within a radius of a hundred li, everyone whose cultivation was lower than Luo Hou's bulged their eyes like dead fish. Everyone felt an icy chill throughout their bodies. Illusions surged before their eyes: countless mountains of corpses and seas of blood, sky-obscuring shrieking wraiths and demons, countless dismembered limbs and bloody mists falling from the sky every instant. The earth turned black-red, rivers became pure blood rivers, and the sky was dyed dark crimson.
And the next moment, a cold, icy, quiet whisper, as if from ancient, unmelting ice, seemed to pierce through the world's barriers, sounding in everyone's ears. Everyone cried out in terror in that instant. In that moment, it was as if two icy, emotionless eyes had appeared in the sky, staring right at them. A sense of crisis far exceeding the limits of their bodily danger reactions enveloped all Demonkin beneath the level of Great Demons.
There was no chance to dodge. It seemed everyone froze in place, bulging their eyes, necks exposed, simply waiting to be slaughtered. Waiting for death! That instant felt as long as countless years. Waiting for death!
The person was unseen, the attack not yet unleashed, yet over ten thousand Demonkin were scared to death by the killing-intent-induced illusions and that soft whisper!
"Severing Demon Finger!"
As the words fell, Luo Hou's figure appeared in front of the three black-armored Great Demons. A slender index finger slowly extended from before Luo Hou. There was not a trace of smoke or fire, not a wisp of Demonic Qi. It looked like an ordinary person gently extending their index finger. But the next moment, the three Black Fiend Great Demons' killing intent and bloody thoughts were driven back as if expelled.
The entire world seemed to hold only that one finger of Luo Hou's. Endless darkness appeared in the hearts of the three black-armored Great Demons. Simultaneously, at the edge of this endless dark world, an infinitely large finger slowly pressed towards the three of them at an extremely slow speed. An overwhelming, silent pressure, vast, with no possibility of evasion. They could only wait for death!
Wait for death! It seemed that infinitely large finger would take countless eons to arrive, but during those countless eons, the three felt they could only stand there, waiting for death!
As if a very, very long time had passed, this endless darkness seemed to have no end. That infinitely large finger still pressed silently towards the three, seemingly never to arrive. But the three's fighting spirit, killing intent, and mental fortitude had already mostly collapsed. To make a regular soldier of the Demonic Realm, a black-armored Great Demon tempered by bloody, brutal wars of slaughter, have their mind break!
After another indeterminate period, a voice like a thunderclap sounded simultaneously in the ears of the three: "Esteemed one, please show mercy!"
A sense of vaguely familiar memory slowly surfaced in the hearts of the three black-armored Great Demons. Who was this? Black Fiend Celestial Demon King! The surrounding endless darkness slowly receded. The three black-armored Great Demons realized they were still in their original spots, standing there dumbly. Luo Hou's finger had not even fully extended yet.
But looking at that slender, seemingly powerless finger, each felt as if locked in place by the entire world. Simultaneously, a massive surge of Demonic Qi flew swiftly from the center of Black Fiend Demon City. That plea still echoed in their ears, not yet dissipated. But the next moment, Luo Hou's arm stretched out and simultaneously retracted, appearing completely devoid of imposing manner.
But the next moment, the three black-armored Great Demons' faces flushed deep red. Their bodies swelled up like inflating balloons. With three loud 'peng' sounds, they transformed into clouds of blood mist that scattered. Luo Hou gazed coldly at the approaching cloud of demonic energy and said icily, "The weak only deserve death!"
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In front of Black Fiend Celestial Demon King, the ruler of Black Fiend Demon City, Luo Hou coolly exploded his three subordinates, the black-armored Great Demons. Luo Hou's face was cold, and he did not fear the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons slowly surrounding him. He looked at those people as if they were merely slightly stronger ants. The ordinary Demonkin below had already fallen silent. Luo Hou's undisguiced icy killing intent and his immense aura were enough to suppress anyone below the Great Demon level; numbers meant nothing.
The eight hundred black-armored Great Demons who had arrived one after another heard Luo Hou's statement and roared in unison: "Prepare to die!" In an instant, nearly eight hundred black-armored Great Demons attacked together, like an army with strict discipline. Vaguely, those black-armored Great Demons seemed to be united by a strange rhythm. It felt as if the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons were a single entity. An attack launched by them could definitely instantly kill a Celestial Demon head-on!
Luo Hou's gaze was icy, brimming with killing intent. The next moment, the demonic cloud in the sky suddenly dispersed. A burly man, a full zhang tall, appeared. He wore dark red heavy armor, had purple hair like a hedgehog's spines, and a three-inch-long curved horn on his forehead. His dark purple eyes looked at Luo Hou with a hint of amusement. He gently clapped his hands and laughed loudly: "Good, well said. The weak only have death. Ants are ultimately ants, just three ants. But might this lord consider joining the army of my Black Fiend Demon City? War is imminent. With this lord's strength, you are sure to establish great achievements once the war begins. What do you say?"
Luo Hou looked at Black Fiend Celestial Demon King with an expressionless face, as if looking at a fool. Seeing Black Fiend Celestial Demon King speak, the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons retracted their offensive in unison, as one person, with extremely strict discipline. This was the only thing that made Luo Hou glance sideways slightly. Black Fiend Celestial Demon King looked at Luo Hou standing quietly in mid-air. There was not the slightest change in his eyes, expression, or even aura.
He was completely unmoved by the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons who cooperated seamlessly and were well-trained, and he cared even less for him, the master of Black Fiend Demon City, the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King with late-stage Celestial Demon cultivation. Seeing this, Black Fiend Celestial Demon King did not feel angry; instead, he invited Luo Hou even more enthusiastically: "How about this? If this lord joins Black Fiend Demon City, this king will make you second only to one, the deputy city lord of Black Fiend Demon City. What do you say?"
As soon as these words were spoken, the Demonkin below who were silent as cicadas in winter all changed their expressions. Sounds of gasping in shock were heard endlessly. There were millions of Demonkin within Black Fiend Demon City, but most were from the First to Ninth Tier. There were over a thousand Great Demons, more than half of whom were in the official army of Black Fiend Demon City. There were also seven Celestial Demons. The one with the highest cultivation was Black Fiend Celestial Demon King, at the late Celestial Demon stage. Moreover, Black Fiend Celestial Demon King was also a high-ranking Devil Race, his strength greater than that of ordinary Demonkin!
Even though they did not dare to make a sound with Black Fiend Celestial Demon King personally appearing, the expressions of reverence and envy on the faces of those on the ground were identical. For most residents of Black Fiend Demon City, Black Fiend Celestial Demon King was the sky above their heads, and Great Black Celestial Demon Lord was their faith. Gaining the appreciation of Black Fiend Celestial Demon King was already an overwhelming honor, let alone being invited to be deputy city lord after killing three black-armored Great Demons right in front of him.
This was probably something all residents of Black Fiend Demon City dreamed of. Picking any Demonkin from the ground at random would probably make them agree immediately. Black Fiend Celestial Demon King also felt this way; this was already the greatest price. Within Black Fiend Demon City, besides him, there were only six Celestial Demons, and only two were under his command. A large-scale war between empires was about to begin. High-level combat power was the greatest guarantee for establishing merits, and also the guarantee of safety. Black Fiend Celestial Demon King also looked expectant, because in his view, Luo Hou could instantly kill three Great Demons of the same level, meaning his combat power was at least at the Celestial Demon level, and he was a Celestial Demon very skilled in combat, perhaps even reaching the Celestial Demon level of a high-ranking Devil Race!
At this moment, whether it was Black Fiend Celestial Demon King or others, all were waiting for Luo Hou's answer. Luo Hou, quite unusually, glanced at Black Fiend Celestial Demon King with a strange look in his eyes and said stiffly: "You, are not worthy!"
As soon as these words were spoken, everyone felt their minds go blank. Their minds were filled with those two glittering golden words: Not worthy! Not worthy! Not worthy...
Black Fiend Celestial Demon King was also stunned for a moment, but the next moment, his face darkened. The expression on his face slowly twisted as if he had swallowed the most disgusting maggot demon worm in the Demonic Realm. The next moment, the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons let out a simultaneous roar. Eight hundred streams of pitch-black Demonic Qi, solidified into substance, merged into one, transforming into a beast claw several li in size that slammed down towards Luo Hou's head.
The immense pressure scared the Demonkin within the covered area below into fleeing in panic. In an instant, an area of twenty to thirty li around almost became a no-man's land. Luo Hou coldly glanced at the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons, a sneer at the corner of his mouth: "Comparing numbers?"
As soon as the words fell, the Myriad Soul Banner below the ground, which had buried its head in the ground like an ostrich, immediately seemed to receive a summons. It rushed out with strange laughter, rampant and unrivaled. The next moment, it autonomously flew under the pitch-black beast claw that was seven or eight li in size. The small skull at the top of the banner flag exaggeratedly opened its empty mouth, directly pounced onto the beast claw, and took a bite.
The next moment, the combined attack of the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons, transformed into the pitch-black beast claw, seemed to be twisted by space. It instantly turned into a piece of tattered cloth that was twisted and rolled up, then transformed into a swirling vortex that was sucked back. With a whoosh, it was swallowed by the small skull. Then, the small skull seemed to let out a satisfied burp, spitting out a puff of black gas from its mouth, before immediately setting its glowing eyes on the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons.
Black Fiend Celestial Demon King's face changed slightly. He exclaimed in shock: "A top-grade demonic tool! No, it's actually a supreme-grade demonic tool, a sub-demonic treasure!" As he spoke, the greed in his eyes was revealed without concealment. Luo Hou looked at Black Fiend Celestial Demon King as if looking at a dead man and coldly said to the Myriad Soul Banner: "Those who resist, kill! Those who are hostile, kill! Those who show killing intent, kill! Those who flee, kill! Those with malicious intentions, kill!"
Luo Hou uttered five 'kills' in a row. With each word, the killing intent and murderous aura revealed outside his body doubled. After saying the five words, the murderous aura solidified into substance condensed within a radius of about a li, and the range covered by the killing intent even reached a thousand li. Demonkin below the Great Demon level couldn't even think of resisting; it was difficult for them to even conceive the thought of escaping. Receiving Luo Hou's command, the Myriad Soul Banner transformed into a thousand zhang tall, piercing straight into the ground. The laughter of the simultaneously enlarged, enormous small skull became even more piercing and arrogant.
Black Fiend Celestial Demon King's face was dark. His whole person shot towards Luo Hou like an arrow released from a bow. Outside Black Fiend Demon City, two Demonkin at the Celestial Demon level flew over at the same time. But the next moment, before the eight hundred black-armored Great Demons could make a move, the Myriad Soul Banner's flag rippled like water waves. The next moment, the giant banner flag became like a spatial passageway. An uncountable number of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts erupted forth like a gusher.
Strange laughter, roars, and sharp cries sounded incessantly. In less than three breaths, over ten million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts sprayed out from the banner flag of the Myriad Soul Banner. In an instant, the world changed color. The sky turned gloomy, and the malignant energy of heaven and earth surged. Those with lower cultivation couldn't even withstand this malignant energy of heaven and earth. The over ten million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts blotted out the sky and sun. They had horns on their heads, bat-like wings on their backs, and below their tailbones was a tail covered in spiky bones. Their limbs also had sharp claws that gleamed coldly.
They blotted out the sky and sun! Having horns on the head, wings on the back, and a tail had always been the characteristics of high-ranking Devil Race. Suddenly, over ten million high-ranking Devil Race appeared. Over ten thousand Demonkin were directly scared into unconsciousness. The two Celestial Demons flying from outside Black Fiend Demon City had just entered the city when they were heavily surrounded by over ten million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts. Dense swarms of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts rushed forward one after another, as if unaware of life or death. Each World-Devouring Evil Ghost had at least Fourth Tier Demonkin cultivation.
If they were really ten million Fourth Tier Demonkin, they truly wouldn't be enough for two Celestial Demons to kill. But what chilled the hearts of those two Celestial Demons was that, with their cultivation, they found it difficult to achieve a one-hit kill. Even if they slapped a World-Devouring Evil Ghost into pieces, dozens of times more World-Devouring Evil Ghosts would immediately fill the gap. And the World-Devouring Evil Ghost that was smashed to pieces would reform with maniacal laughter in the distance.
Even if they steeled their hearts and annihilated a World-Devouring Evil Ghost until not even dregs remained, a stream of light would ignore all attacks and return to within the Myriad Soul Banner. In an instant, a perfectly intact World-Devouring Evil Ghost would reappear. It was endless and ceaseless!
After a short while, these two Celestial Demons truly felt a chill of fear. Those World-Devouring Evil Ghosts devoured everything—attacks, Demonic Qi, even the aura outside their bodies; they could swallow anything. Dense swarms of World-Devouring Evil Ghosts formed two spherical balls in the sky, constantly rolling like army ants. The auras of the two Celestial Demons inside grew fainter and fainter. In less than a quarter of an hour, the auras of those two Celestial Demons completely disappeared, silently.
On the other side, Black Fiend Celestial Demon King, who was clashing with Luo Hou, also felt a chill that penetrated to the bone marrow rising from the bottom of his heart. Luo Hou clearly only had Great Demon cultivation, yet he could clash head-on with him, a high-ranking Devil Race expert at the late Celestial Demon stage, without falling behind at all. And those ten million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts that looked like high-ranking Devil Race were the root of his growing fear.
Just as those two Celestial Demons and even those eight hundred black-armored Great Demons were completely devoured alive by the ten million World-Devouring Evil Ghosts, a cold glint finally flashed in Luo Hou's eyes. He formed his right hand into a blade and roared: "Seven Hatreds Blade Art! First Hatred: Youth Fades Too Soon!" As soon as the words fell, an invisible power was generated. A blade phantom a full hundred zhang long formed in the void, instantly devouring the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy within a hundred li radius. With peerless momentum, it cleaved down towards Black Fiend Celestial Demon King!
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The Seven Hatreds Blade Art! First Hatred: Youth Fades Too Soon! Executed by Luo Hou, this inherently demonic blade art was nothing like when Wei Long used it. Except for the Nameless Sword Technique Wei Long had comprehended from illusions using his Crystal Longsword, any other fighting method was simply no match for Luo Hou. Luo Hou manifested the move, using his hand as a blade. With a single strike, he devoured completely all the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy within a hundred miles. A massive energy void, spanning a hundred miles, instantly formed.
This was the Demonic Realm! With Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy far denser and much more violent than in the Fourth Star Universe, the environment was brutal. The moment that crystalline, hundred-zhang sky blade manifested, the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King froze in place as if he’d seen a ghost. His face turned deathly pale, seemingly crushed by immense pressure. His movements became hundreds of times slower, utterly losing the speed he had moments before.
Then, Luo Hou’s icy, emotionless eyes gradually changed. Bloodshot streaks filled them. His face twisted into a ferocious mask, radiating a fanatical, stubborn will. A towering wave of hatred shot towards the heavens. Even before the blade strike reached its target, the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King’s speed was suppressed by ninety-five percent. Yet, Luo Hou did not pause. His descending right hand flicked upwards in a reverse cut.
"Seven Hatreds Blade Art! Second Hatred: Time Irretrievable!" As the words echoed, Luo Hou’s expression grew even more savage. His hair stood on end like taut arrows. Unlike his previous coldness, his voice now carried a gnashed-teeth feeling—pure Hatred! Hate! HATE!
Simultaneously, the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy within a thousand miles seemed violently torn. The already wild, scorching energy turned utterly ferocious. The instant Luo Hou’s right-hand blade flicked up, the spiritual energy from a thousand miles surged like madmen rushing forward. The heavens and earth changed color; the cosmic order seemed reversed. Pure Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy transformed into a howling gale storm.
Luo Hou’s right hand swelled fiercely. Pop! Pop! Pop! Tiny cracks continuously split open on his right arm. Drops of dark red blood spurted out. With a sharp shriek, an ancient-looking blade handle condensed out of thin air in Luo Hou’s right palm. The next moment, a colossal, thousand-zhang long sword glare erupted from that handle.
Just then, the first hundred-zhang long watery mirror blade phantom met the Black Fiend Celestial Demon King. The demon king’s face was bone-white, fear and terror undisguised in his eyes. The horn on his head emitted a faint glow. His entire figure abruptly grew to ten meters tall. His pitch-black battle armor writhed like flame, instantly transforming into ferocious, barbed dark-red armor. From his back, a large pair of demonic leathery wings extended out from within the armor.
The Black Fiend Celestial Demon King roared fiercely. His hands transformed into sharp
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