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Chapter 1: The Star Gate Appears – The Continent Trembles
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Dawn had not yet truly arrived. The lingering ashes of the long night still hung over the Star Continent, and the world lay in deep silence and solemnity.

But in the next instant, the very laws of the world seemed to be overturned by an invisible giant hand.

It was not the golden light of the rising sun, nor the colorful glow of the aurora. It was a sacred radiance that rose above the rules of heaven and earth — a light born from the very origin of the star realm.

Hundreds of millions of silver-white star rays surged wildly from the depths of the void, like the Milky Way inverted and a sea of stars overturned. They spiraled, rotated, condensed, and took shape high in the sky, eventually forming an ancient star gate spanning the firmament, a full kilometer in diameter.

The star gate stood majestic, solemn, and ancient.

Its body was forged from countless condensed starlight points, its edges encircled by ring upon ring of primordial Star Core Heart runes. Each line carried the weight of ten thousand years — a presence that seemed to have stood there since the dawn of time, silently awaiting a destined moment.

The moment the star gate appeared, the entire Star Continent shook simultaneously.

The vast ocean surrounding the Watchtower Archipelago surged into hundred-meter-high waves. The seawater churned as if stirred by an invisible giant hand, forming enormous whirlpools one after another. The waves rolled, thundered, and crashed — a terrifying spectacle. The clouds in the sky were forcibly dyed into a silver ocean by the starlight, melting like snow and falling as a shower of light upon mountains, rivers, cities, and forests.

The magical particles between heaven and earth instantly entered a frenzied state. The concentration of elements in the air surged more than threefold within just ten breaths.

From the eternal frozen glaciers of the far north to the blazing Flame Volcano of the far south;

From the ancient elven woods of the east to the Holy Light Empire of the west;

From the myriad-magic range in the center to the Dragon Abyss Sea in the south —

every intelligent creature, be it human cultivator, elven priest, dragon warrior, or demon beast, magical beast, bird, or animal — all stopped in their tracks involuntarily at that moment, looking up at the sky with awe, shock, and even instinctive submission.

No one could ignore this power.

No one could face this scene calmly.

This was not a natural disaster.

Not a secret art.

Not an imperial war.

This was — the Celestial Star Temple, opening once every ten thousand years.
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HOLY LIGHT EMPIRE · Imperial Capital · Stargazer Terrace

Emperor Alberto stood at the highest point of the Stargazer Terrace, hands clasped behind his back beneath a silver-white royal robe.

He was over a hundred years old. His hair had long gone white, and his face bore the deep marks of time. Yet his spine remained as straight as a sheathed holy sword — steady, dignified, inviolable.

His gaze pierced the clouds, the morning light, and the distance of ten thousand miles, fixed on the ancient star gate standing in the center of the sky. His pupils churned with barely concealed shock and excitement.

Behind him, dozens of court archmages stood in neat formation, jointly powering an enormous life-bound observation array. Golden magical lines flowed through the air, frantically recording every shred of energy fluctuation, rune structure, and law aura emanating from the star gate.

These archmages, who usually stood high above the common crowd and had witnessed countless miracles, now had flushed faces, rapid breathing, and trembling hands. Their quills could barely stay steady, and the shock in their eyes had already turned into frenzy.

“Your Majesty... the energy intensity is still rising... it has already broken through the epic threshold... and it’s still climbing...” one archmage stammered, barely able to finish a sentence.

Alberto did not look back. He kept his eyes on the star gate and murmured in a low, hoarse voice:

“Celestial Star Temple...”

“Finally... open.”

Behind him, Grand Prophet Merlin walked slowly, leaning on his Starwood Staff. He was seven hundred and thirty years old, had witnessed the rise and fall of three dynasties, and had lived through four continental cataclysms. He was one of the oldest living beings on the Star Continent. Yet even he — his fingers gripping the staff trembled slightly, and his aged face was etched with disbelief.

The deep blue gem atop the Starwood Staff pulsed in resonance with the star gate in the sky — a soft flicker, as if answering a summons that spanned ten thousand years. This was a unique talent of prophetic mages: only those who touched the threads of destiny could trigger such an anomaly.

“Your Majesty.” Merlin’s voice was ancient, low, yet carried a piercing power. “This is a once-in-ten-millennium event — a turning point in the fate of the entire continent. The last time the Celestial Star Temple descended, the Star Continent had not yet been divided into five empires. Order had not yet taken shape. The one who ruled the laws of heaven and earth was the legendary... Star Core Guardian.”

“I know.” Alberto nodded slowly, his gaze still locked on the star gate, his eyes blazing with sharp light. “And now, his successor has already entered the secret realm.”

“Does Your Majesty know who that successor is?” Merlin asked softly.

Alberto was silent for a moment, then slowly shook his head.

“No.”

“But I am certain of this:”

“No matter who he is, where he comes from, or what his background is — the day he walks out of that secret realm...”

“the entire pattern of the Star Continent will be rewritten by him.”

As his words faded, the starlight in the sky surged again.

As if answering the emperor’s prophecy.
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FIVE ELEMENTS SECT · Myriad Laws Peak

Sect Master Zhou Yuantong stood at the summit of the peak, his white hair whipping wildly in the mountain wind, oblivious to it all.

In his eyes burned a near-youthful flame of fervor, fixed on the star gate in the sky.

The gates of the Five Elements Sect stood wide open. Thousands of disciples lined the mountain paths in dense ranks, all looking up at the sky, their bodies trembling involuntarily.

Not from fear.

But because the Five Elements spiritual energy within their bodies was resonating, boiling, and roaring spontaneously under the pull of the star gate’s power.

“Metal... Wood... Water... Fire... Earth...”

Zhou Yuantong took a deep breath, feeling the five-element energy in the air — so dense it nearly turned liquid. His voice trembled slightly: “All elements resonating... This is no longer just a legacy. This is a gift from heaven to the entire continent.”

Elder Guyue strode over quickly. His normally steady pace was noticeably quicker, betraying the excitement he could barely contain.

“Sect Master! Saintess Aurora has already entered the secret realm’s reception range as planned!”

“I know.” Zhou Yuantong nodded slightly, a gentle yet utterly certain smile appearing on his face. “Her Five Elements Innate Dao Body was born for this destiny. No one is more suited than her to inherit the Five Elements Origin.”

Guyue’s eyes sparkled with anticipation: “Does the Sect Master believe she can break into the top ten?”

“The top ten?”

Zhou Yuantong shook his head gently, his tone carrying a near-absolute confidence. “The top ten is just the starting point.”

“Aurora, Celestine, and Seraphine — these three saintesses are born of the same lineage.”

“Together, the three of them can match any legendary peak expert. Even against the top three prodigies on the leaderboard, they are more than capable of holding their own.”

Guyue took a deep breath and said no more.

The mountain wind howled, whipping the banners of the Five Elements Sect and stirring the great changes about to sweep across the continent.

––––––––
[image: ]


FLOOD DRAGON CLAN · Dragon Abyss Sea

Chieftain Ao Tian floated in midair, his body wreathed in a faint dragon aura.

His upper body had already taken half-dragon form, covered in a layer of fine, hard blue-gold dragon scales that gleamed coldly in the sky’s light. His golden vertical pupils were cold, imperious, and domineering. Just the weight of his gaze upon the sea calmed a thousand miles of ocean; not a single wave dared to rise.

The sea beasts and demon beasts cowered, hiding in the deepest trenches, not daring to breathe loudly.

The might of the Flood Dragon Clan — it suppressed all races.

“Ao Yan...”

Ao Tian murmured his son’s name. The deep resonance of the dragon tongue made the air vibrate faintly. “The Ancestral Dragon’s remains lie at the heart of the secret realm. This time, you must bring them back.”

Behind him, hundreds of elite Flood Dragon warriors roared in unison, their voices rising straight into the clouds.

Their dragon scales gleamed with a cold blue light under the starlight, arrayed in neat ranks like a sea of blue armor — an awe-inspiring spectacle of overwhelming momentum.

The Dragon Queen stood beside Ao Tian, gazing at the star gate in the sky. A trace of worry crept into her eyes despite herself.

“The guardian of the Ancestral Dragon’s remains is an ancient dragon soul... Even the older generation of the Flood Dragon Clan fears it. Can Ao Yan really pass the trial?”

“He must.”

Ao Tian’s voice allowed no room for negotiation — cold, resolute, unquestionable.

“The glory of the Flood Dragon Clan does not permit failure.”

“He is the Dragon Prince, the future lord of the Flood Dragon Clan.”

“He has no retreat.”

As his words fell, an even more terrifying dragon might surged skyward, nearly dispersing the starlight itself.
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DARK ELVES · MOONLIGHT Forest

Queen Selene stood atop a thousand-year-old ancient tree. Her silver-purple long hair shimmered with a cold light in the residual glow of the moon.

The Dark Elf lineage had always remained hidden in darkness, uninvolved in mortal affairs, never participating in the conflicts of human empires. But this time, no one could stand aside.

The opening of the Celestial Star Temple meant that the chessboard of the continent’s fate had been overturned completely.

Behind her, twelve Moon Priests held silver staves, arranged in an ancient ritual formation. They chanted the oldest prayers of the elven race, moonlight flowing around their bodies like water, guarding the entire Moonlight Forest.

“Seraphine...”

Selene whispered her daughter’s name — the Saintess of the Dark Elves. Her voice blended a mother’s tenderness with a queen’s authority. “The Moon Goddess’s blessing will guide you. The honor of the Dark Elves is entrusted to you.”

High Priestess Isla approached quickly, her expression grave: “Your Majesty, the Holy Light Empire, the Flood Dragon Clan, the Blood Clan, the Undead Scourge... all the top powers have sent their strongest prodigies. Is sending only our Saintess too light a force?”

“It is enough.”

Selene interrupted her flatly. Her tone was cold, proud, yet utterly confident.

“Seraphine alone can stand against a thousand troops.”

“The Dark Elves’ strength has never been in numbers.”

“It is in quality.”

As her words faded, the moonlight in the forest suddenly brightened for an instant.

As if the Moon Goddess herself was answering.
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STAR GATE SQUARE · The World Watches

Three days ago, this place had been nothing but a barren plain.

But after the star gate appeared, the eyes of the entire continent converged here.

The flags of the five empires, the emblems of the seven holy lands, the insignias of dozens of vassal factions flew high in the wind, rustling proudly.

Tens of thousands of cultivators, nobles, officials, commoners, merchants, and gamblers gathered here — a cacophony of voices, waves of heat rising. The scents of food, the lingering traces of magic, the clamor of discussion, the excited shouts — all blended into a wild, fervent tide that filled every inch of space.

At the very center of the square, a massive floating magical projection screen hung high, broadcasting real-time images of the area around the star gate so that everyone could see clearly.

It had taken Grand Prophet Merlin three full days and over a hundred precision observation arrays to construct this panoramic view.

Merlin’s voice, amplified by the sound-projection array, reached every corner of the square.

“Everyone!”

“The Celestial Star Temple is about to officially open!”

“Fifty prodigies from across the continent have assembled!”

“They will enter the secret realm and receive this once-in-ten-thousand-year supreme legacy!”

The crowd exploded.

“Crown Prince Lancelot will surely win!”

“The Flood Dragon Clan’s Ao Yan is the true dragon of destiny!”

“The Blood Clan’s Vlad is the real dark horse!”

“The Undead Scourge’s Mordred — who dares compete with him?”

Arguments, shouts, cheers, and roars rose and fell, nearly flipping the sky.

Amidst all this fervor, no one noticed the black-clad young man standing in the most inconspicuous corner.

Kael Voss.

A simple, plain black training uniform. No faction emblem. No attendants. No aura released.

He stood there quietly, looking up at the star gate in the sky, his face expressionless, his eyes calm as a deep pool.

Only his right thumb absently rubbed the hilt of the short sword at his belt — a habitual gesture of tension, alertness, and readiness for battle.

A few cultivators nearby glanced at him and did not hide their disdain and mockery.

“So that’s the nameless rogue cultivator who climbed up from F-rank? Doesn’t look like much.”

“Getting into the top fifty was already pure luck. He wants to compete for the legacy? At 1:50 odds, betting on him is just throwing gold into the water.”

“I heard he’s somewhat acquainted with the three saintesses?”

“Acquainted? Don’t make me laugh. The saintesses are just kind-hearted and pity him.”

Kael heard every word.

But he showed no reaction.

No anger. No retort. No raised head. No frown.

Because last night, the system’s prompt had been thundering in his mind.

【The Celestial Star Temple is about to open.】

【Detected residual unknown consciousness deep within the secret realm.】

【Warning: The energy fluctuation of this consciousness is abnormal, suspected to exceed legendary rank.】

【Recommendation: Maintain the highest level of alert after entering the secret realm. Do not trust anyone’s words easily.】

Unknown consciousness.

Beyond legendary.

Kael’s pupils contracted slightly.

He knew very well that the system never issued warnings without reason. Every warning corresponded to a real, deadly danger. And the words “beyond legendary” were enough to make him instantly recall countless dark memories buried deep in time.

Then —

Merlin’s voice rose again, ringing out across the square.

“Everyone —”

“The prodigies are about to enter!”

“Please remain quiet, and together witness this historic moment!”

The next second.

The atmosphere in the square exploded completely.
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Chapter 2: The Prodigies Enter · A Galaxy of Stars
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The square boiled over. The cheers nearly flipped the sky. The magical light screen hung high, starlight cascading down, and all eyes were locked on the kilometer-wide star gate spanning the heavens. Breaths came fast, hearts pounded like drums.

Grand Prophet Merlin’s voice, amplified by the sound-projection array, carried a sacred resonance that suppressed the noise:

“Everyone, the legacy secret realm is now officially open!”

“Now, let the fifty prodigies enter, one by one!”

The moment the words fell, the first figure stepped out slowly from the Holy Light Empire’s section.

The entire square went silent for an instant.

It was a figure that could overshadow heaven and earth.

Lancelot.

Holy Son of the Holy Light Theocracy. Ranked first on the secret realm’s combat power leaderboard. Peak of Legendary Rank Nine.

He wore silver-white gold-trimmed holy light battle armor. The armor was carved with angel wings and ancient scriptures, each plate flowing with a gentle radiance that purified all things, yet carried an inviolable dignity. His golden hair flowed like molten sunlight over his shoulders. His face was so handsome it seemed unreal, his violet eyes deep as the night sky, devoid of emotion — only unyielding determination and indifference.

He did not run, did not release his aura. He simply walked, step by step, calmly toward the star gate.

But with every step he took, golden holy light runes automatically appeared on the ground beneath his feet, forming a path leading to the gate.

The moment he stepped into the star gate —
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AN ENDLESS FLOOD OF holy light erupted from his body, shooting into the sky as a golden pillar that pierced heaven and earth. Within the pillar, the faint silhouette of a six-winged angel could be seen. Hymns rang out from nowhere — clear, solemn, grand — spreading across the entire square and for a thousand miles around.

“Holy Light protect us!”

The cultivators of the Holy Light Empire instantly erupted, their synchronized roars deafening. Countless people wept with excitement and knelt in worship.

Emperor Alberto stood at the highest point of the Stargazer Terrace and nodded slightly, his eyes filled with undisguised pride and satisfaction.

Lancelot was his finest son. The most astonishing genius the Holy Light Theocracy had produced in a thousand years. He was hailed as “the incarnation of holy light walking among men.”

In this secret realm legacy event, everyone took for granted that Lancelot was the hottest favorite to win.

Lancelot’s figure was swallowed by starlight.

Right behind him, a second figure appeared.

A domineering, wild aura — like that of an ancient ferocious beast waking — swept across the square.

Ao Yan.

Crown Prince of the Flood Dragon Clan. Ranked second on the combat power leaderboard. Peak of Legendary Rank Nine.

He was tall and powerfully built, his skin covered with a fine, hard layer of blue-gold dragon scales that glinted with cold metallic light under the stars. A pair of small but sharp dragon horns protruded slightly from his forehead. His golden vertical pupils were cold, arrogant, and looked down on all. Just standing there, he radiated a dragon might that suppressed all races, freezing the air itself.

He wore no armor, only walked in his true dragon form.

With each step, visible ripples spread through the air, space itself slightly distorted by the weight of his dragon aura.

No one dared to meet his gaze. Even the prodigies of other factions instinctively lowered their eyes in respect.

When Ao Yan stepped into the star gate —
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A LOW, ANCIENT, AND magnificent dragon roar exploded from nowhere! It was not a deliberate howl, but the sound of dragon bloodline resonating with the secret realm’s origin. The roar shook the square, making the cultivators’ ears buzz and their minds tremble. In the distance, waves surged on the sea as if an ancestral dragon sleeping for ten thousand years was answering the call of its descendant.

The Flood Dragon Clan’s section erupted as hundreds of dragon warriors roared in unison, their voices soaring.

Chieftain Ao Tian hovered in midair, a rare, slight curve appearing on his cold face. His tone was absolute and domineering:

“My son. Go and take back the Flood Dragon Clan’s glory.”

Ao Yan’s figure vanished into the star gate.

A third figure appeared.

A chill wind swept through the square. The temperature plummeted.

Vlad.

Crown Prince of the Blood Clan Empire. Legendary Rank Nine.

His complexion was pale almost to transparency. His features were handsome and eerily beautiful. His blood-red pupils held a lazy, playful look, and a faint smile always lingered at the corner of his lips. He did not walk; instead, his form dissolved into dozens of blood-red bats, circled once in the air, then recondensed into human form — an elegant, ghostly, and sinister motion. Blood-colored energy swirled around him like a flowing crimson cloak, dimming the light wherever he passed.

“Beneath the blood moon, all things are food.”

The Blood Clan Archduke stood in the shadows, chuckling softly, his voice full of confidence.

Vlad glanced once around the square, then with the Blood Clan’s characteristic arrogance, stepped into the star gate.

In that instant, a flash of crimson light patterns appeared and faded, and a faint aura of the Blood Ancestor quietly spread.

Then the fourth and fifth prodigies appeared in turn.

Mordred.

Heir of the Undead Scourge. Wrapped entirely in gray death energy, a hood hiding his face, only a pair of ghostly green eyes visible like will-o’-wisps. Where he passed, plants withered, cold air pressed in — a deeply unsettling presence.

Malzahar.

Herald of the Abyss. Black shadows rolled beneath his feet, and faint whispers and snarls of demons echoed from the void. Fel energy twisted the light, making it unbearable to look at directly.

One prodigy after another appeared.

Each was the peak figure of the younger generation on the continent.

Each carried the hopes of their faction.

Each possessed the strength to shake an entire region.

The cheers and shouts in the square rose wave after wave, with no sign of stopping.

But what truly ignited the crowd and made countless people gasp in awe was the arrival of the next three.

The three saintesses, walking side by side.

On the far left was Celestine.

Ninth Princess of the Holy Light Empire. Legendary Rank Nine.

She wore a pure white holy robe, spotless. Her golden long hair shimmered under the starlight. Her skin was white as snow, her smile pure and warm, like sunlight breaking through clouds. She carried no killing intent, only a gentle, healing, soothing holy light. As she walked, the surrounding noise seemed to quiet; everyone unconsciously softened their breath.

The moment she stepped into the star gate, a warm golden halo expanded outward, calming the agitation and unease of many cultivators in the square.

In the center was Aurora.

Saintess of the Five Elements Sect. Legendary Rank Nine.

She wore a fiery red robe, bright and passionate like flames. Her red hair flew wildly, like burning fire. Her eyes were bright with a girlish excitement and anticipation. The five-element radiance swirled around her — metal’s sharp edge, wood’s vitality, water’s clarity, fire’s heat, earth’s solidity — five powers coexisting harmoniously, dazzling to behold.

“Finally here!” She laughed lightly and leaped into the star gate. A pillar of five-colored light shot into the sky.

On the far right was Seraphine.

Saintess of the Dark Elves. Legendary Rank Nine.

Her silver-purple long hair fell to her waist. Her eyes were deep violet. Her bearing was cool, proud, noble, like an elf under moonlight. She wore a silver robe adorned with dark night crystals. Her steps were light and elegant, as if treading on invisible strings. Moonlight seemed to descend especially for her, a silvery beam falling from the sky to wrap around her.

No sound. No burst of radiance. Yet everyone felt the dignity of the Dark Elf royal bloodline.

The moment the three saintesses walked into the star gate together —

Holy light, five elements, and moonlight — three completely different yet perfectly harmonious powers — intertwined, forming a magnificent rainbow light curtain in the sky, breathtakingly beautiful.

The square erupted completely.

“So beautiful... these are the three saintesses?”

“Peerless grace — unmatched in this era!”

“If the three of them join forces, even Lancelot would have to be wary, I’d say!”

“I heard... they are quite close to that nameless rogue cultivator, Kael?”

At those words, a wave of sneers and disdain instantly rose from the crowd.

“Close? So what?”

“Kael just got lucky and scraped into the top fifty!”

“The saintesses are just kind-hearted and pity him because he has no one.”

“With his strength, entering the secret realm is just asking for death. He dreams of latching onto the saintesses? A fool’s dream!”

Amid the noise, the forty-ninth entrant finally appeared.

All eyes turned.

Some curious, some mocking, some disdainful, some indifferent, some maliciously amused.

A very unremarkable young man in black.

Kael Voss.

The simplest black training uniform. No patterns. No emblems. No cloak. No ornamental sword. As ordinary as a freshly admitted outer disciple. He had a straight figure but released no aura. His black hair fell, partly shading his brows. His expression was calm and detached, as if the surrounding fervor and cheers had nothing to do with him.

He walked slowly, his pace steady, neither hurrying nor delaying.

No radiance. No unusual phenomena. No aura. No resonance.

Like a grain of sand falling into dust.

The square instantly filled with sharp whispers.

“That’s Kael Voss?”

“He looks so... ordinary. This is the guy who fought his way into the top fifty?”

“Three months ago he was still F-rank trash. Now he’s forced his way up to Legendary — his foundation must be so shaky it’s ridiculous!”

“The secret realm is full of life-and-death trials. A guy like him, who’s been artificially boosted, definitely won’t survive the first round!”

“Getting into the top fifty is already the greatest stroke of luck in his life. He still dreams of competing for the legacy? Delusional!”

Mockery, contempt, doubt, belittlement...

Like invisible arrows, they rained down on Kael.

But his expression remained unchanged. As if he had heard nothing.

He reached the star gate and stopped.

He looked up at this ancient, majestic gate that spanned the sky.

A vast, ancient aura — the very essence of the Star Core Origin — washed over him. It was the aura left behind by the Star Core Guardian ten thousand years ago.

The Star Core Heart within Kael trembled uncontrollably.

At almost the same moment, the system’s prompt sounded solemnly in his mind.

【Exclusive inheritance channel of the Star Core Guardian activated.】

【Detected host’s affinity with secret realm origin: 100%.】

【Recommendation: After entering the secret realm, prioritize seeking the orthodox legacy of the Star Core Guardian. Other opportunities can be set aside temporarily.】

【Warning: An unknown consciousness exists deep in the secret realm. That consciousness has an abnormal connection to the Star Core Heart.】

【Please maintain the highest level of alert.】

A cold gleam flickered in Kael’s eyes.

He did not hesitate. Did not look back. Did not look at anyone.

He simply lifted his foot and stepped into the star gate.

Silver-white starlight swallowed him instantly.

The fiftieth prodigy entered immediately after.

Thus, all fifty prodigies had entered the secret realm.

The light of the great star gate in the sky slowly dimmed, no longer blazing, but transforming into a soft, steady silver-white halo hovering in the air — like a giant eye, calmly watching the entire Star Continent.

Merlin’s voice once again resounded across the square:

“Everyone! All fifty prodigies have entered the legacy secret realm!”

“Next, the secret realm will officially enter the legacy phase!”

“Through the central magical screen, we can view some images from within the secret realm!”

“However, the core legacy area will be protected by the secret realm’s will, and the images will be temporarily blocked!”

“Let us wait together for the moment when destiny is decided!”

The enormous magical light screen in the center of the square lit up instantly.

In the image was the vast, mysterious, ancient aura-filled interior of the secret realm.

Fifty points of light of various colors were scattered across different areas of the secret realm, clearly visible. Some moved fast, some remained still, some flickered wildly — signs that prodigies were receiving legacies, breaking through ranks, or acquiring treasures.

The light screen kept switching views.

The first shot landed on the prodigy ranked forty-eighth, the genius of the Blazing Sun Empire. He stood before a blazing ancient altar. A sword wreathed in flames slowly rose from its center, its blade engraved with ancient runes, its scorching heat nearly bursting out of the screen.

“That’s the ancient Blazing Sun Sword!!”

Someone gasped aloud on the spot, their voice shaking with excitement.

“That sword once belonged to an ancient emperor — it has the power to burn seas and boil mountains!”

“An opportunity... a heaven-sent opportunity!”

The crowd burst into envious exclamations.

The screen switched again.

The forty-fifth-ranked prodigy obtained a set of ancient battle saint divine armor, golden light protecting his body, his aura surging.

The forty-second-ranked prodigy comprehended the forbidden secret art — Spatial Slash. Space twisted, the power terrifying.

The thirty-eighth-ranked prodigy directly consumed a breakthrough elixir, his cultivation soaring from Legendary Rank Seven to Legendary Rank Eight, radiance erupting from him!

Each screen switch triggered a fresh wave of wild exclamations and envy.

The atmosphere in the square reached a fever pitch.

“If even a forty-something-ranked prodigy gets such terrifying opportunities... how heaven-defying must the top ten’s legacies be?”

“Lancelot has surely obtained the Angel’s Heart!”

“Ao Yan must be refining the Ancestral Dragon’s remains!”

“Vlad must be awakening the Blood Ancestor’s power!”

Just as everyone was fervently speculating —

Bzzz —

The magical light screen suddenly flickered violently. The image blurred, twisted, and turned to static. No more scenes could be seen.

Merlin’s voice came at just the right moment:

“Everyone, the top ten prodigies have all entered the core legacy area!”

“That area is fully protected by the secret realm’s origin; external observation is impossible!”

“Please be patient. In a few days, or a few weeks, the results will be revealed!”

A collective sigh of disappointment rose from the square.

“We can’t see Crown Prince Lancelot...”

“I really want to know what kind of legacy they’re obtaining!”

Someone suddenly thought of something and asked:

“By the way, Kael Voss is also in the top ten, right?”

“What legacy will he get?”

A brief silence, then a chorus of scornful laughter.

“Him?”

“Getting into the top ten was already the luckiest fluke of his life!”

“With his shaky, superficial cultivation, even if a legacy were laid before him, he couldn’t hold onto it!”

“At most, he’ll get some scraps and leftovers. Compete with true prodigies? Dream on!”

No one believed that Kael could obtain any worthy opportunity in the core area.

No one thought this rogue cultivator who climbed from the bottom could ever stand on equal footing with the likes of Lancelot and Ao Yan.

None of them knew.

At this very moment, in the most central, most hidden, most ancient legacy ground of the secret realm —

What Kael faced was not an opportunity, not a treasure, not power.

It was a deadly conspiracy that had been waiting for him for ten thousand years.
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Chapter 3: The Secret Realm Sealed · Expectations Peak
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The magical screen’s image blurred, twisted, and finally settled into a quiet silver-white starlight, as if the secret realm’s will had gently closed its eyes.

The core legacy area — sealed.

The noise in the square did not cool down. Instead, like a volcano compressed to its limit, it erupted in an even more fervent wave. The inability to see the top prodigies’ legacy scenes did not dampen the crowd’s interest; rather, it pushed everyone’s anticipation, speculation, betting, and arguments to their peak.

Because the unknown is what drives people most mad.

“Of course we can’t see! That level of legacy isn’t for our eyes!” A fervent believer of the Holy Light Empire raised his fist, his face flushed. “Crown Prince Lancelot is surely receiving the Angel True Body legacy — a power said to touch the Eternal Rank!”

But immediately, a Flood Dragon Clan supporter sneered in rebuttal, his voice rough and thunderous:

“Angel legacy? Ridiculous! The core opportunity of the secret realm is destined to be the Ancestral Dragon’s remains! Prince Ao Yan carries true dragon blood — that thing belongs to the Flood Dragon Clan by nature. Once he fuses with it, he’ll be half a step into the Eternal Age!”

“Hmph, a true dragon? Before the Immortal Blood Ancestor, even that is prey!” A Blood Clan aristocrat gently swirled his dark red goblet, his lips curling in an eerie smile. “You don’t understand Vlad’s talent. Once the Blood Ancestor’s heart awakens, the entire secret realm will be his hunting ground.”

“The Undead Scourge’s Nether Origin is the ultimate truth of heaven and earth!”

“The Abyss’s power is the irresistible dominion!”

The supporters of the major factions argued fiercely — from rational analysis to emotional venting, to direct confrontation — nearly escalating into physical conflict. The temple knights and imperial guards patrolled back and forth, their expressions tense, repeatedly pulling apart cultivators on the verge of fighting. The square was a cacophony of voices, waves of heat rising, filled with anticipation, fervor, jealousy, and the smell of gunpowder — mingled with the scents of food and the faint residue of magic — a bizarre yet realistic portrait of a flourishing age.

In the most remote and quiet corner of the square, a lone, aged figure sat on stone steps, silently smoking a wooden pipe.

He was a retired old general of the Canglan Empire. The fierce scar running from his forehead diagonally to his jaw was a medal earned from repelling an Abyss invasion long ago. In his lifetime, he had witnessed the opening of the Celestial Star Temple three times — the person in the square most qualified to say “I’ve seen it all.”

“Young man, who are you betting on?” A young cultivator nearby leaned in curiously, pointing at the bustling betting booths in the distance. “I put three gold coins on Lancelot. Sure win!”

The old general slowly exhaled a puff of smoke. The smoke drifted away in the morning light, but his gaze rested on the most inconspicuous, the dimmest, the most easily overlooked point of light on the magical screen. His voice was hoarse and calm:

“The strongest legacy never goes to the strongest person.”

“Huh?” The young man was startled. “What do you mean by that?”

“The secret realm doesn’t look at rankings, bloodlines, or factions.” The old general ground his pipe. “It looks at affinity.”

“How many times in history has a dark horse overturned expectations? How many nameless nobodies have reached the top? You young people only see the surface glamour, not the true destiny beneath.”

The young man laughed scornfully, clearly unconvinced:

“You’re not talking about that guy Kael Voss, are you?”

“Come on, old sir, he’s just a lucky rogue cultivator! Getting into the top fifty is already his limit. 1:50 odds — anyone who bets on him is a fool!”

The old general did not argue. He just smoked in silence.

He had seen too many people who were dismissed end up standing on the clouds.

And too many brilliant prodigies fall by the wayside.

Odds meant nothing. Apparent strength meant even less.

True strength could only be seen at the moment between life and death.
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IN THE CENTER OF THE square, the enormous betting board was already surrounded by a packed crowd.

The bookmaker was the neutral faction “Golden Coin Chamber of Commerce,” renowned for its fairness, accuracy, and intelligence network spanning the continent. The latest championship odds were clearly displayed in glowing golden digits in midair, dazzling:

Lancelot championship odds: 1 : 1.5

Ao Yan championship odds: 1 : 2

Vlad championship odds: 1 : 3

Three Saintesses combined odds: 1 : 5

Mordred, Malzahar odds: 1 : 8

Other prodigies odds: 1 : 20 ~ 1 : 30

And at the very end of the list, a small line stood alone:

Kael Voss — odds 1 : 50

A number that everyone had given up on.

It meant the Chamber judged his chance of winning as vanishingly small.

Almost no one wasted a single gold coin on him.

Until a slender, fair hand wearing a silver ring gently pushed ten heavy gold coins onto the betting board.

“I bet on him.”

The voice was light, betraying no emotion.

The Chamber clerk responsible for registration froze for several seconds before he could react, wondering if he had misheard:

“M-mi... miss... are you sure? You’re betting on... Kael Voss?”

The hooded woman did not answer. She merely nodded slightly.

The shadow of her hood covered most of her face, revealing only a clean jawline and slightly pressed lips. As she turned to disappear into the crowd, the breeze lifted a corner of her hood —

Silver-white long hair. Clear emerald-green eyes.

A priestess of the Forest Church. An old acquaintance of Lira’s.

She had seen Kael fight. Had seen him rise from desperate straits. Had seen him split the most impossible fate with the weakest strength.

Better than anyone else, she knew what terrifying resilience and future lay hidden inside this man.

The tavern burst into laughter.

Everyone thought this mysterious woman was either crazy or had more money than she knew what to do with.
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NIGHT SLOWLY FELL.

The star gate still floated at the zenith of the sky. Its silver-white glow gently and solemnly spilled over the earth, dyeing rivers, mountains, cities, and forests in a dreamlike silver.

The boisterous crowds of the day gradually dispersed, leaving only campfires, lingering food smells, a few drunken ramblings, and the truly great figures who would decide the continent’s fate — none of them had left.

Emperor Alberto of the Holy Light Empire still sat on the highest throne of the observation platform, resting with his eyes closed, his aura as steady as an ancient mountain.

Chieftain Ao Tian of the Flood Dragon Clan still hovered over the Dragon Abyss Sea. The waves dared not rise, the sea beasts dared not make a sound, as the cold seawater lapped against his body, unmoving.

The Blood Clan Archduke lurked in the shadows of the square, his crimson eyes always fixed on the star gate, as if awaiting the start of a grand feast.

The Five Elements Sect Master, the Dark Elf Queen Selene, the Undead High Priest, the Abyss Emissary...

Everyone who stood at the pinnacle of the continent was waiting.

Waiting for the moment the secret realm reopened.

Waiting for the second when destiny was decided.

At the forefront of the observation platform, Grand Prophet Merlin stood alone. The Starwood Staff rested quietly beside him, the gem at its tip flickering faintly. He looked up at the silent star gate, and deep within his aged eyes lurked a trace of barely perceptible worry.

“Master, what troubles you?” his closest disciple asked in a low voice. “Everything is following the prophecy. The Celestial Star Temple has opened. The prodigies have entered. The legacy has begun... This is a ten-thousand-year auspicious sign.”

Merlin was silent for a long time, then let out a soft sigh.

“The prophecy only speaks of the beginning. It does not speak of the end.”

“I can sense... an abnormal fluctuation deep in the secret realm.”

The disciple’s expression changed slightly: “Is it... remnants of darkness? The lingering soul of Silas?”

“I don’t know.” Merlin slowly shook his head, his gaze profound. “It is not the breath of a legacy, nor the power of a prodigy. It is something... more ancient, more chilling, more like... devouring.”

“But there is nothing we can do,” the disciple said quietly.

“Yes.” Merlin closed his eyes, his voice as light as the wind. “They can only rely on themselves.”

“All we can do... is wait.”
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OUTSIDE THE SECRET realm — all eyes watching, fervor and anticipation layered with waiting.

Inside the secret realm — another world.

Kael felt his consciousness stretched, compressed, twisted infinitely.

Starlight wrapped around his body as he passed through layer after layer of ancient barriers and law barriers. The roar of temporal currents filled his ears. In front of his eyes, a torrent of flickering runes flashed.

He did not know where he would be teleported.

Did not know what land he would set foot on in the next second.

Did not know whether what awaited him was legacy, trial, or... deadly intent.

But the one thing he could be sure of was —

the system’s warning was never wrong.

【Detected residual unknown consciousness.】

【Energy level: Suspected beyond legendary.】

【Recommendation: Maintain highest alert.】

Unknown consciousness.

Who was it?

Why did it sleep in the very core of the secret realm?

What was its relationship with the Star Core Guardian?

What connection did it have with the Star Core Heart inside him?

Countless questions flashed through Kael’s mind in an instant.

He tensed every nerve, his focus razor-sharp, his right hand never leaving his sword hilt. The Star Core Heart beat steadily and powerfully in his chest, each pulse quietly enhancing his senses, his reactions, his vigilance.

Just as his consciousness was about to touch down —
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ALL CHAOS SHATTERED in an instant.

Light flooded back into his vision.

Sound returned to his ears.

The solid feel of ground underfoot came through clearly.

Kael’s eyes snapped open.

What greeted him was an ancient, desolate temple — silent for ten thousand years.

Walls soared into the clouds, their surfaces carved with ancient Star Core Heart runes he had never seen before. Faint silver light flowed from within the runes — gentle yet imposing.

On the ceiling was painted a vast and complete star chart. Not the night sky of the present era, but the sky of ten thousand years ago. Seven dim but still solemn stars traced a specific orbit, representing the fates of the seven generations of Star Core Guardians.

The air was thick with a stale, heavy presence — as if sealed for ten thousand years.

No wind.

No sound.

No sign of life.

Only silence.

An eternal, unchanging silence.

And in the deepest part of the temple, a faint blue, gentle yet mysterious light was slowly coalescing.

The light grew brighter and clearer.

Finally, it took the form of an aged, upright figure, carrying endless weariness and expectation.

Kael slowly tightened his grip on the short sword at his waist.

He knew.

The answer was right in front of him.

The danger was already by his side.

A war — over body, soul, legacy, and truth — had already begun the moment he stepped into this temple.
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Chapter 4: The Star Core Heart Legacy Hall
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The chaotic starlight fully faded. The dizziness of being stretched through time and space receded like a tide.

Kael landed steadily, his feet pressing onto cold, ancient floor tiles.
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A SOFT SOUND, ECHOING a long tail in the dead hall — like striking an ancient bell that had slumbered for ten thousand years.

He slowly lifted his eyes and looked at the hall standing in the deepest part of the secret realm —

the Star Core Heart Legacy Hall.

The entire hall was built from an unknown divine and mysterious ancient jade, its color deep and somber like dark night stars, cool but not bone-chilling to the touch, with faint starlight flowing through its grain. The walls soared a hundred meters high, straight into the hazy glow above, with no end in sight.

The walls were densely carved with rows upon rows of ancient Star Core Heart runes, their lines ancient, smooth, and majestic. Each one bore the brand of heavenly law. Though ten thousand years had passed, a faint pressure still lingered.

Not a killing intent aimed at living beings, but a solemnity precipitated by time.

Higher up, the dome held a vast, boundless star chart.

It was not the night sky of the current Star Continent, but the primordial starry sky of ten thousand years ago. Seven stars of varying sizes and brightnesses traced an invisible orbit, from bright to dim, from blazing to dormant — exactly corresponding to the legacy and end of the seven generations of Star Core Guardians.

Beneath the star chart, the air was still to the point of solidification.

No wind. No mist. No turbulent energy. Even the passage of time seemed to slow to a crawl.

Only an ancient, mellow breath — as if sealed for ten thousand years — permeated the surroundings, like aged wine unsampled for ages: slightly astringent at first, then making the soul sway and resonate involuntarily.

This was the heart of the Celestial Star secret realm.

The most sacred, most hidden, and most dangerous place of the Star Core Guardian lineage.

Kael stood at the entrance of the hall. He did not advance rashly.

He lowered his gaze slightly, suppressed the shock in his heart, and kept his right hand lightly on the hilt of his short sword. Every muscle was taut, every nerve on the highest alert.

The system’s warning still echoed in his mind.

【Unknown consciousness deep in the secret realm. Energy fluctuation abnormal, suspected beyond legendary.】

【Recommendation: Maintain highest alert. Do not trust anyone’s words lightly.】

He took a deep breath and slowly opened his eyes.

His pupils were clear and calm, not a trace of panic.

“System,” Kael called softly in his heart.

【Host.】

“What is this place?”

Almost simultaneously, the system’s prompt sounded calmly, with unprecedented solemnity and low gravity.

【Location identified: Star Core Heart Legacy Hall — ultimate area of the secret realm.】

【High concentration of Star Core Origin energy detected. Concentration 13,000 times that of the outside world.】

【Confirmation: This hall was personally built by the first-generation Star Core Guardian — Alder.】

【Purpose: To pass on the Star Core Heart path, screen inheritors, and guard the ancient secrets.】

Kael’s pupils contracted slightly.

First-generation Star Core Guardian... Alder.

He had never heard this name.

But Aurelian — the remnant soul who had dissipated in the third volume, who had called himself the “first-generation Star Core Guardian” — had clearly told him: the Star Core Guardian lineage began with him and was passed down through him.

One of the two was lying.

Kael remained expressionless and took another step forward.

The floor tiles beneath his feet hummed with a faint resonance, as if awakened ancient creatures.

On the walls to either side, seven star marks were arranged in order, from top to bottom, from bright to dim.

Beneath each star was carved a line of ancient, strange script — not belonging to any existing race’s script, yet upon contact with the eye, the meaning was directly reflected in the soul.

The true names and deeds of the Star Core Guardians.

The first star was the brightest, its script the clearest, heaviest, and most majestic.

Kael only glanced at it, and felt an invisible summons — as if something in his bloodline was waking, boiling, cheering.

The name came naturally to his lips, spoken softly.

“Alder... Alder.”
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THE MOMENT THE WORDS fell, the entire legacy hall, silent for ten thousand years, shook violently!

Deep in the hall, the pale blue light that had been quietly suspended suddenly leaped violently, like a stone thrown into a lake. The light swelled, spread, coalesced, and took shape — from a blurry halo into a clear human figure.

The light faded.

The figure of an old man slowly emerged in the center of the hall.

His hair and beard were white. Long hair fell to his shoulders, a silver-white beard cascading to his chest. His face was aged but not feeble; wrinkles were like mountain ridges, carved by time, yet without any sign of weakness. He wore an ancient, unadorned star robe, its colors like the night sky itself — solemn and calm.

In his hand he held a simple wooden staff. The grain of the staff was natural, like starry veins entwined. At its tip, instead of a gem, floated a tiny, slowly pulsing blue Star Core Heart.

That was — the Star Core Heart Staff.

Of the same origin as the staff in Grand Prophet Merlin’s hand outside, but older, more fundamental, closer to the essence of Star Core Heart power.

The old man slowly opened his eyes.

Pale blue eyes, like condensed star seas — gentle, weathered, weary — yet carrying a trace of relief and expectation after waiting for ten thousand years.

He looked at Kael. His gaze was not sharp, not oppressive, not scrutinizing. Only a softness akin to an elder looking at a younger generation.

“Inheritor.”

The old man spoke. His voice was not loud, but possessed a strange penetrating clarity — low, resonant, echoing in every corner of the hall. Every word landed on Kael’s soul.

“I have waited for you... for ten thousand years.”

Kael paused a few steps away from him. He neither approached nor retreated. He remained alert, his gaze calm as he looked directly at the old man, his voice flat and steady:

“Who are you?”

“I am Alder.”

The old man raised his hand slightly, stroking his beard, his tone calm and solemn, carrying an unquestionable orthodoxy.

“First-generation Star Core Guardian.”

“You may call me the Progenitor.”

“From me began the seven generations of Star Core Guardians. All were my disciples, my legacy.”

Kael’s heart sank heavily.

So. The first generation really existed.

Aurelian had indeed hidden something.

His expression remained unchanged. He kept his voice level and asked the most pointed question directly, without any hedging:

“Aurelian told me he was the first-generation Star Core Guardian.”

“I met his remnant soul. He said it himself.”

“What is your relationship with him?”

As these words fell —

The warm, kind smile on Alder’s face froze instantly.

A trace of pain, sorrow, anger, and disappointment — impossible to conceal — swept like a dark cloud across his aged eyes. It was not pretense, not acting. It was a wound inflicted by the deepest betrayal, a wound that even ten thousand years of settling could not heal.

His fingers gripping the Star Core Heart Staff tightened slightly.

The knuckles turned white, betraying the turmoil inside.

“Aurelian... Aurelian...”

Alder repeated the name in a low voice, myriad emotions interwoven in his tone.

“He was my most trusted disciple.”

“I rescued him from the ruins, raised him with my own hands.”

“I taught him Star Core Heart techniques, passed on the Star Core Heart laws to him, treated him as my own... I even entrusted the Star Core Heart to him early.”

The old man’s voice gradually took on a barely detectable tremor.

“And he betrayed me.”
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THE TEMPERATURE INSIDE the hall seemed to drop several degrees in that instant.

The air became oppressive. A sorrow sealed for ten thousand years slowly spread.

Kael was silent.

He did not immediately believe, nor did he immediately reject.

The system’s voice, at that moment, quietly displayed a line of warning text deep in his mind.

【Target detected: Alder (remnant soul state).】

【Energy fluctuation abnormal. Soul structure unstable.】

【No direct malicious intent detected, but strong traces of spiritual interference exist.】

【Warning: Host must not trust any of his words easily. Must not accept any form of energy gift.】

A cold gleam flashed deep in Kael’s eyes.

On the surface, he remained calm, nodded slightly, and spoke in a flat voice:

“Betrayal?”

“How?”

Alder took a deep breath, as if forcibly suppressing the surging emotions in his heart.

He slowly raised the Star Core Heart Staff. The tip glowed faintly and tapped lightly.
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A RIPPLE SPREAD THROUGH the void in the center of the hall. Space twisted, rippled, and parted — like water revealing a painting. A segment of historical imagery, sealed for ten thousand years, slowly emerged between them.

It was the Star Continent of the primordial age.

Two suns hung in the sky. The land was covered in purple crystal ancient trees. The Star Core Heart City soared into the clouds. Ten thousand races worshipped, all living in peace.

In the image, a young Alder in star robes stood before the legacy hall. Behind him stood seven disciples in neat formation.

And the disciple standing at the very end, the most inconspicuous, yet with the most determined eyes —

was a young man with silver hair and blue eyes, a warm smile on his face.

Aurelian.

“I passed on everything I had learned to him.” Alder’s voice carried both nostalgia and pain. “I thought he would carry on my will and continue to protect this continent.”

The image shifted.

Alder solemnly handed a deep blue crystal to Aurelian.

That was — the Star Core Heart.

Aurelian knelt on the ground, his hands trembling as he accepted it. Tears streamed down his face as he kowtowed heavily to Alder.

His lips moved. A silent vow was visible in the image.

— Disciple will never fail the teacher’s hopes.

Seeing this scene, Kael’s heart twitched slightly.

The next moment.

The image suddenly changed color.

A dim room. Flickering lamplight. A bed where an aging Alder lay sleeping, his face pale, his vitality failing.

And standing before the bed, holding a pitch-black dagger, was the once-grateful disciple — Aurelian.

Cold. Resolute. Merciless.

“Teacher... I’m sorry.”

Aurelian’s voice was low and trembling, yet carried an unswerving ruthlessness.

“I cannot remain only a disciple forever.”

“I must become... the one and only first.”

––––––––
[image: ]


THE DAGGER STABBED in deeply.

The image shattered.

Kael’s pupils contracted sharply.

Alder’s voice, at that moment, carried infinite sorrow and age, slowly rising:

“He used a poison-coated dagger from the Shadow Council to grievously wound my physical body.”

“I barely managed to preserve my remnant soul, but he forcibly sealed me here.”

“He rewrote history, erased my name, and proclaimed himself the first-generation Star Core Guardian.”

“He deceived you. He deceived the entire world.”

The old man looked at Kael, his eyes filled with pleading, hope, and trust.

“And you — you are the true inheritor I have waited ten thousand years for.”

Kael stood there, silent for a long time.

History, remnant souls, images, vows, betrayal...

Everything seemed so real, so impactful.

But his heart was abnormally cold, calm, and clear.

Because just now, the system had once again issued a prompt — one absolutely not to be ignored.

【Historical imagery analyzed.】

【Judgment: There are traces of partial tampering, editing, and splicing.】

【Light and shadow anomalies in the assassination segment — the dagger’s shadow contradicts the light source direction.】

【Conclusion: Alder is lying.】

Kael slowly raised his head and looked at the old man with the kind and sorrowful expression.

The faintest, coldest curve appeared at the corner of his lips.

He already understood half the truth.

The other half — he would uncover himself, piece by piece.
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Chapter 5: The First Three Gates – The “Gift” of Power
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Inside the hall, silence reigned like an abyss frozen for ten thousand years.

Kael stood still, his gaze calm as he watched Alder, but within his heart, the ice had already sunk to the bottom — a clear, cold clarity. The system’s judgment was like ironclad proof — the “history” before him was a patchwork of splicing, tampering, and editing. Aurelian was not a traitor, nor was Alder a wronged victim of ten thousand years. The real conspiracy lay hidden beneath the mask of this “kindly elder.”

But Kael did not expose it. He remained impassive, his eyes maintaining just the right amount of doubt and stillness. He wanted to see how this “first-generation guardian” would play out his act to the end.

Seeing Kael’s silence, Alder assumed he had been moved by this “history.” A flicker of barely detectable satisfaction passed through his eyes, then he resumed his weathered, sorrowful expression.

“Inheritor, I do not wish to speak further of the pains of the past.” Alder waved his hand lightly, dispersing the broken images in the air, his voice low and solemn. “What matters now is to complete the Star Core Heart legacy and let the true power of the guardian return to the world.”

He turned and walked slowly toward the depths of the hall. His star robe dragged silently on the floor. His aged back looked especially lonely in the vast, empty hall. “Follow me.”

Kael’s gaze cooled. Without hesitation, he stepped forward. He kept a distance of three paces, his right hand always resting lightly on the hilt of his short sword. The Star Core Heart beat steadily in his chest, ready to respond to any sudden change.

Passing between two rows of stone pillars carved with star patterns, the path ahead opened up. A giant gate — about ten meters high and six meters wide — stood before them.

The gate was forged from an unknown black ancient metal, heavy, archaic, and majestic. Its surface was densely engraved with layers upon layers of Star Core Heart runes. In the center of the runes, three distinct visions appeared — on the left, chaotic shadows of inner demons; in the middle, threads of law; on the right, a mirror image of oneself.

“These are the first three gates for the Star Core Heart inheritor.” Alder stopped before the giant gate, his aged voice turning solemn and dignified. “The Gate of Inner Demons — tempers the heart. The Gate of Law — comprehends the Dao. The Gate of the Clone — breaks the self. Only by passing these three trials will you be worthy to touch the true power of the Star Core Guardian.”

Kael looked up, gazing at the three visions on the giant gate. Inner demons, law, self. Temper the heart, comprehend the Dao, break the self. These were the most basic and fundamental triple trials of the Star Core Heart lineage.

“What do I get after passing them?” Kael asked calmly.

“The right to receive the legacy,” Alder said, turning his head and looking at him kindly. “And you will also know all the truths of ten thousand years ago — who lied, who betrayed. Everything will become clear.”

Kael nodded slightly and asked no more. He took a step forward and pressed his right hand gently against the cold door leaf.

Weng — the giant gate opened silently without a sound. Beyond the gate was pitch-black darkness, deep as an abyss — no light, no sound, no temperature, like a dead land forgotten by the world.
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THE GATE OF INNER DEMONS

The moment he stepped into the darkness, all his senses seemed stripped away. He could not hear the wind, could not see light, could not feel boundaries, and even his own existence became blurred. Only the sound of his own heartbeat echoed in the darkness — heavy, slow, oppressive — like drumbeats striking his soul.

Kael did not panic. He closed his eyes, kept his breathing steady, and settled his mind. The Star Core Heart trembled gently, extending his perception to every anomaly around him. This was the trial of inner demons. It would summon the deepest fears, regrets, and pains of the heart, turning them into true illusions to crush the will of the trial-taker.

The next moment. Darkness tore apart. Firelight burst forth. A black, ancient altar appeared out of nowhere. Dark red flames leaped and burned. The air was thick with the stench of blood and the acrid smell of ash. And Kael himself was nailed to the center of the altar. A silver-white long sword pierced his chest, blood dripping down the blade, sizzling on the runes of the ground.

Before him stood Adrian Valerius, smiling gently, but his eyes were as cruel as a knife. Behind him stood Isabella de la Cruz, her expression cold, as if looking at a useless discarded pawn.

“Why?” His own hoarse, dying question from his past life echoed in his ears — full of unwillingness and pain.

“Because you were in the way,” Adrian said softly. “Because you were just a chess piece,” Isabella said indifferently.

The long sword was yanked out violently. Piercing pain shot through his heart. Blood gushed. The darkness of approaching death and despair flooded over Kael like a tide. This was the death he had truly experienced. The nightmare carved into his very bones.

For an ordinary cultivator, their mind would have already collapsed, sinking into the inner demons. But Kael simply opened his eyes calmly. There was no fear in his eyes, no pain, no wavering. Only a cold clarity that saw through the illusion.

“You are not real,” he said softly, his voice calm and steady. “The past is a shackle, not a destiny. I am no longer the person who could be sacrificed at will.”

As his words fell — the dark altar collapsed with a roar! The firelight vanished, the illusions shattered. The figures of Adrian and Isabella dissipated like foam. All the pain, fear, and despair turned to nothing.

Weng — a brilliant golden light surged in, illuminating Kael’s figure.

Alder stood outside the gate, his eyes filled with approval and relief, nodding repeatedly. “Good! A will as strong as steel! The trial of inner demons tests the very essence of the soul, and you broke through so calmly — truly worthy of being the destined inheritor!”

He raised his hand, and a soft, pale blue ball of light floated slowly toward Kael. The light was warm, pure, and radiated a dense Star Core Heart aura, like a miniature star. “This is your reward for passing — the primal Star Core Heart essence.” Alder’s tone was gentle, full of inducement. “It can directly raise the upper limit of your Star Core Heart and solidify your foundation. This is part of the legacy.”

Kael looked at the ball of light before him, his gaze indifferent. Almost at the same moment —

【Warning! Detected minor soul-level intrusion!】

【Intrusion source: The energy body gifted by Alder!】

【Contains concealed consciousness imprint that can slowly erode the host’s soul!】

【Automatically intercepted! Do not accept any subsequent “gifts”!】

The system’s alert was cold and clear. Kael’s expression did not change. He nodded slightly, his voice flat: “Thank you.” He remained impassive, allowing the ball of light to merge into his body. On the surface, he accepted it calmly, but in his heart, he had already set up a soul defense, completely erasing the barely perceptible intrusion imprint before it could take root.

Alder watched this scene, and a hidden flash of joy passed through his eyes. The first step was done.
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THE GATE OF LAW

The second giant gate slowly opened. Beyond the gate was not darkness, but an infinite void. No sky, no earth, no gravity, no direction. Countless fine threads of various colors floated, intertwined, and flowed quietly in the void, forming the underlying rules of the world.

Gold was time. Silver was space. Red was life. Black was death. Cyan was wind. Blue was ocean. Thousands of law threads, stretching beyond sight.

Kael stood among them and closed his eyes. He no longer relied on the crude control of “using without understanding” from his past life. In this life, with system deduction and resonance with the Star Core Heart, he could reach the very essence of law.

【Spatial law threads: 1,247. Analyzing...】

【Essence of space: Node network. Movement is jumping, compression is shortening distance, tearing is breaking nodes... Comprehension progress +15%.】

【Temporal law threads: 892. Analyzing...】

【Essence of time: Causal sequence. Irreversible, can be slowed. Acceleration shortens causal intervals, deceleration extends them... Comprehension progress +8%.】

A flood of information poured into his mind, but he remained unruffled. Kael opened his eyes and raised his hand gently. The space before him twisted slightly. Nodes manifested, and the veins of the void became clearly visible. With a casual grasp, he caught a flowing thread of spatial law. This was not power. This was — the truth of the world.

The Gate of Law burst open.

Alder appeared again, his smile even gentler, full of admiration. “Excellent comprehension! To touch the essence of law in such a short time — your talent far exceeds mine in my youth!” He waved his hand again, sending a ball of blue light even richer than before floating toward Kael. “This is a gift of law, to help you quickly stabilize your Dao foundation...”

Kael glanced at it indifferently.

【Warning! Intent to invade the soul increased! Repeated intrusion!】

【Intercepted!】

“No need.” Kael refused for the first time. His voice was calm but carried an undeniable coolness. “I can do it myself.”

Alder’s movement paused slightly. A flicker of surprise crossed his eyes, then he quickly concealed it with a laugh. “Good! You have pride! I like that. As you wish!” Though he was refused, the coldness in his eyes deepened by another degree.
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THE GATE OF THE CLONE

The third giant gate opened quietly. Inside the gate was a circular hall of black and white, like a giant chessboard. Light fell from above, but the source was invisible. Empty, silent, symmetrical, cold.

And standing at the very center of the hall was a man. Black clothes, short sword, black hair, cold eyes. The same clothing, the same posture, the same expression as Kael. Even the indifference and vigilance in his eyes were identical. The clone — a mirror enemy that perfectly replicated his cultivation, skills, and power.

Kael’s eyes showed no ripples. His wrist moved, and the short sword at his waist scraped out of its sheath with
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