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When Jun Qianxiao took out that small disc, a faint point of light flickered in its center. Jun Qianxiao stretched out a finger and tapped on the warm, smooth jade piece at its heart. A moment later, his face changed slightly, but then he calmly put the disc away as if nothing had happened. He laughed heartily at Wei Long. "I felt like we became friends the moment we met, Brother Long! I really wanted to get drunk with you for seven days and seven nights. But now I have some mixed-up business to attend to, so it will have to be next time!"

Wei Long chuckled, thinking to himself that this was all rather hasty, wasn’t it? He just says he’s leaving and off he goes? Even though the two of them had only met by chance, they shared an inexplicable tacit understanding. With a smile, Wei Long took out a jade talisman and handed it to Jun Qianxiao, saying, "In that case, please go about your business, Brother Jun! This jade talisman is a specially made message talisman. If you need anything from me, just crush it!"

Jun Qianxiao casually stowed it in the storage belt at his waist. The two men left the auction house. Jun Qianxiao said to Wei Long, "Green mountains never change, blue rivers always flow! Brother Long, we'll meet again. Next time, we must definitely drink properly for seven days and seven nights!"

Before Wei Long could reply, a light, dragon-like cry sounded. Jun Qianxiao had already stepped onto his flying sword and soared into the air. A bold, heroic melody drifted down slowly from the sky: "Roam freely, sing as my heart pleases, drink wine when thirsty, drink dew when hungry. You ask when I’m tired? When tired, I lie upon the clouds in the heavens! Sun and moon are long, heaven and earth are vast, who can be as carefree and happy as me!"

The song was filled with the direct, unrestrained joy of following one's whims. As the melody ended, another bout of hearty laughter came, completely unconcerned about this being the mortal world. It caused intermittent exclamations like "Immortal Master! Great Immortal!" from the streets below, leaving Wei Long not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

Yet in his heart, he couldn’t stop marveling. What a carefree and unrestrained style! Although he had only known Jun Qianxiao for a few short days, the two of them had developed a remarkable understanding. Even though they both could tell the other was hiding things deep down, neither was bothered or asked probing questions. Their every action and word had already become like old friends of many years.

Everything about the other seemed to become a wordless understanding. People say the friendship between gentlemen is as light as water, and Wei Long now felt this sentiment deeply. Recalling the events of the past few days, it seemed Jun Qianxiao had invited Wei Long to everything—to come to Shangjing, to come to this mortal auction.

Indeed, Wei Long had gained a lot. His mental state had improved several levels, and he had even smoothly broken through the bottleneck of the Demon Sealing Talisman. Quietly and naturally, he had progressed to the Mid Foundation Building Stage. For Jun Qianxiao, Wei Long not only regarded him as an elder brother, but also felt a thread of gratitude.

Without experiencing the mortal world, how can one talk about transcending it for cultivation? Wei Long hadn’t even realized this point himself, but Jun Qianxiao had noticed it. Now that Jun Qianxiao was leaving, Wei Long felt a touch of reluctance. Although today’s parting was for tomorrow’s reunion, and cultivators shouldn’t cling to too many attachments, Wei Long shook his head and softly cursed with a laugh, "To hell with that nonsense about attachments. Reluctance is just reluctance. Still, these past few days really were the most carefree days I’ve had in a long time..."

Moreover, Wei Long had noticed Jun Qianxiao’s expression. A person who smiled all day long had his face change suddenly—it must have been a very tricky matter. Although Wei Long wanted to help, he also believed Jun Qianxiao could handle it himself. That’s why he gave him a jade talisman at the end.

Wei Long looked up at the sky where Jun Qianxiao had flown off, lost in thought for a moment. Then he saw more and more people around him watching from a distance, filled with curiosity and awe, but mostly fear. Wei Long smiled helplessly. In the eyes of ordinary people, cultivators were probably like gods—able to fly through the skies and dive into the earth, omnipotent, and also eccentric, killing people like cutting grass...

He silently grumbled about Jun Qianxiao a couple of times. He just left, and had to do it in such a flashy way, leaving me here to be stared at like a rare animal. I can’t stay in this Shangjing City anymore. Wei Long took out his own traveling flying sword, enlarged it, and stepped onto it. At this point, he didn’t care about shocking the world anymore; it was better than staying there to be gawked at.

Flying high in the air, Wei Long did not fly at full speed. Soaring at several hundred yards up, looking down at the mountains, rivers, and plains below, it seemed to remind Wei Long once again that he was just Wei Long the cultivator now, not someone else.

Flying away from the lands where mortals lived, returning once more to the world where cultivators moved like jungle creatures, the matters he had been concerned about just days ago now seemed like events from the distant past. It felt like a lifetime ago—this was Wei Long’s present sentiment. No wonder lower-level cultivators would go into the mortal world for experiences.

He encountered a few cultivators flying on swords along the way, but most intentionally avoided each other. On the ground, he could often see rogue cultivators searching for spirit ores and spirit herbs in the wilds. The whole Cultivation World seemed to have calmed down; no major conflicts seemed to have appeared.

But with the power of those Black-clad Figures around, a major conflict was bound to happen sooner or later. Wei Long, at most, would just poke at guys like Ghost Hand and Shen Dongwei to fight and watch the spectacle. Those Black-clad Figures, however, were secretly and constantly stirring up the Four Great Sects to fight to the death.

Wei Long had never been able to understand it. How exactly did the Four Great Sects manage to provoke them? Making them target everyone from the lowest-level Qi Refining Stage cultivators to higher-ups at the Nascent Soul Stage? For so long, he hadn’t seen them go after medium or small sects or cultivation families. They were just painstakingly and relentlessly fighting specifically with the Four Great Sects.

Even a Nascent Soul Stage elder from the Shadow Soul Sect was a spy. How many years ago must that have been arranged? Usually, forces that stick together do so for benefits—better cultivation resources, lands rich in spiritual energy, spirit stone mines, natural treasures, and the inheritance of doctrines. Without benefits, who would fight to the death?

Flying through the air, Wei Long idly speculated about this matter. He thought for a long time, but couldn’t figure out what great benefit this force of Black-clad Figures would gain from being so determined to bring down all Four Great Sects together. If their power was enough to suppress the Four Great Sects, would they need to go through all this trouble?

If the Four Great Sects really fought, and in the end fought to a frenzy, the outcome would be mutual destruction. Or perhaps, by the end of the fighting, the medium and small sects below would also get involved. Or, after the Four Great Sects were all crippled, the people below would start fighting over resources, triggering a major conflict across the entire Southern Crow Country.

What benefit would those Black-clad Figures gain? Wei Long thought for a long time but couldn’t figure out what great advantage these people would get. Conflicts in the Cultivation World basically came down to two types: one was for benefits, the other was for revenge. If it wasn’t the former, the likelihood of the latter was much greater.

Thinking of this, Wei Long was even less prepared to get mixed up in these messy affairs. This was probably some old grudge from who-knows-how-many years ago. Wei Long couldn’t manage it, and didn’t want to. Thinking about it now, it was still most enjoyable to drink without a care in the world with Jun Qianxiao. With this thought, Wei Long sped up, flying toward the Thousand Talismans Sect. He needed to raise his cultivation level as soon as possible. Otherwise, with only Foundation Building Stage cultivation, even if you wanted to help, others would feel bad letting you risk your life.
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Wei Long had forged this flying sword without any other special abilities. While it was called a Top-grade Magical Artifact, only its solidity reached that level. The Formations inside were all for boosting its flying speed. Worst of all, it didn't even have a proper hilt. To be blunt, it was just a sharp blade.

Yet Wei Long didn't mind much. A flying sword for transportation just needed to be fast. So, with his current cultivation at Mid Foundation Building Stage, his flying speed actually surpassed that of someone at Late Foundation Building Stage. The tens of thousands of li distance from Shangjing to the Thousand Talismans Sect? He estimated he could fly it in one or two days.

This journey was made without any diversions. Though he’d been given the task of monitoring the Shadow Soul Sect’s movements when he left, times were peaceful. No time limit had been set for his return. Clearly, they’d intended for Wei Long to go out and die. That a troublesome task like this fell to someone like him, who outwardly had just barely succeeded in Foundation Building, was suspicious in itself.

He had originally planned to find a random place to cultivate in seclusion. But thoughts of Xuanyuanzi and Da Niu surfaced. He wasn’t sure if Xuanyuanzi had even exited seclusion yet. This was the perfect chance to return to the Thousand Talismans Sect for a visit.

So, for this entire trip, Wei Long flew at full throttle. When his True Essence was exhausted, he’d pop a Blue Radiance Qi Restoration Pill. Halfway through his flight, he spotted a group of black-clad figures besieging two women down below. One wore a light blue gown; the other a plain white robe, her waist-length hair exceptionally striking.

Wei Long looked at that familiar oval face, currently puffed up in anger as she glared, desperately maneuvering a pale blue Flying Sword to block attacks from three of the Black-clad Figures. Wei Long couldn’t help but chuckle. "I wondered who it was. Getting so battered facing just one Mid Foundation Building and two Early Foundation Building stage cultivators! If you can’t win, you should at least flee! Turns out it’s this silly girl!"

It was indeed the silly girl who called herself Fairy Linghua, whom Wei Long had encountered at the edge of the Daxi Cloud back then. The other young woman, in the light blue gown, was also skillfully maneuvering a pale blue Flying Sword against three of the Black-clad Figures. Her moves were well-trained. Though one opponent was at Late Foundation Building Stage, she wasn’t losing ground yet.

Wei Long naturally recognized they were disciples of Moonview Tower. Before he could even plan his move, a crisp voice rose from below: "We are disciples of Moonview Tower! Fellow Daoist in the sky, would you lend us your strength to repel these villains? Xia Ling would be eternally grateful! As thanks, we offer a bottle of Grandmaster Thirteen’s Qi-Restoring Pills!"

See the difference? Compared to that silly girl, this woman Xia Ling clearly understood the Cultivation World – expecting a stranger to help for mere righteousness was naive. Enticing favors was crucial. Relying solely on reputation wouldn’t get you far.

Wei Long hadn’t even finished processing that thought when the silly girl found a moment to shriek: "WHAT?! Senior Sister Xia! We can take these Shadow Soul Sect scum! How could you offer Grandmaster Thirteen’s Qi-Restoring Pills as payment?!"

Her words caused Xia Ling, who was controlling her Flying Sword against the three villains, to jolt violently. She nearly left a huge opening! Flustered, she managed to push them back again, though her face turned rather ugly.

Wei Long burst out laughing. "They say one can be greatly impressed with old friends after a mere three days apart! I say, it holds true! You've become even more foolish! How did you know these were Shadow Soul Sect people?" As he spoke, Wei Long descended from the sky on his sword.

Seeing Wei Long appear, the besieging Black-clad Figures decisively pulled back. Fairy Linghua gasped for breath and blurted, "In all of Southern Crow Country, who else besides those sneaky Shadow Soul Sect folks practices the Demonic Path?!"

Wei Long wobbled on his flying sword, almost laughing himself off it. The instant he neared the ground, Wei Long shifted into combat mode. He waved his hand. Three Earth Grade Frost Talismans and one Earth Grade Fleetfoot Talisman materialized before him. A sliver of his True Essence flowed into each of the three Frost Talismans, just reaching the point of activation.

The Fleetfoot Talisman, however, was instantly activated and empowered the three Frost Talismans. The three Talismans streaked through the air, leaving afterimages as they dashed towards the six Black-clad Figures below. Each Frost Talisman aimed at one Late Foundation Building Stage and two Mid Foundation Building Stage cultivators among them.

Seeing Wei Long throw the Talismans without fully activating them first, Fairy Linghua couldn't help but mutter, "Throwing Talismans without activating them? How clumsy!"

As she spoke, the three targeted cultivators, unprepared for Talismans suddenly enhanced by Fleetfoot Talisman speed, summoned their own flying swords to slash at the incoming Talismans. But instantly, the Frost Talismans – already at their activation threshold – shattered upon receiving the impacts.

Three icy orbs exploded simultaneously, releasing a cloud of pale blue mist that enveloped the six attackers. This sudden change shocked everyone present. Yet, in that very moment, Wei Long, his expression stern, released his pitch-black Flying Sword.

His feet touched the ground. The dark sword had turned into a black streak and blasted outwards the instant the icy orbs shattered. Its speed far exceeded Foundation Building Stage flying sword velocity. As the Black-clad Figures were slowed by the Frost Talisman's freezing effect for that single heartbeat...

The black sword sliced cleanly through all six throats. The flying sword, now an ink-black shadow again, flew back. Wei Long casually stored it in his Storage Ring. By this time, the full freezing effect of the Frost Talismans erupted. Three of the black-clad attackers had widened eyes fixed on Wei Long, filled with utter disbelief. In a blink, all six – no, six frozen corpses – were completely encased in ice.

The entire sequence took barely the time of one breath. Fairy Linghua’s murmuring complaint had just ended. Wei Long had just landed. Fairy Linghua was dumbfounded. Xia Ling was utterly stunned. In an instant, the six Black-clad Figures they’d struggled intensely against had been obliterated. And the cultivation level Wei Long displayed was... actually lower than theirs?

Wei Long’s grin returned. He slowly turned his head towards Fairy Linghua, laughing. "Silly Girl! It’s been months! How come every time I see you, it’s always this pathetic? Hahaha..."

Xia Ling blinked, bewildered. She looked at Fairy Linghua, then back at Wei Long. Fairy Linghua finally registered Wei Long’s features clearly. Her jaw dropped. Her eyes bulged. Pointing at Wei Long, her mouth opened and closed for several moments before she finally spat out: "Ah, it's you, you little thief!"

Wei Long’s face instantly fell. This Silly Girl! After saving her life twice, that’s all she could say? Not that he expected thanks, but "little thief"? What did that even mean?

Xia Ling gave an awkward smile. She finally understood this man knew her junior sister. Seeing her junior sister’s incredibly rude and inopportune outburst, she hurriedly smoothed things over. "We are grateful for your righteous intervention, fellow Daoist. This humble girl is Xia Ling. Is there perhaps some... misunderstanding, fellow Daoist, between you and my junior sister Linghua?"

Wei Long curled his lip and shot a sidelong glance at Linghua. "Silly Girl remains a Silly Girl. Saved her twice and not a word of thanks. Still all chest and no brains."

At the same time, Linghua shrieked back, "Who knows this little thief?!"
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Wei Long and Linghua spoke at the same time, causing Xia Ling to cover her mouth and chuckle lightly. Seeing the situation, she understood. Wei Long had saved Linghua once before; from what she had just witnessed, Xia Ling absolutely believed that. Wei Long's combat power was absurdly strong, while Linghua's combat experience was absurdly lacking. But the two clearly had some awkwardness between them.

However, even though they had been in no immediate danger moments ago, they had been at a disadvantage. Looking at the methods of those Black-clad Figures—each strike aimed to kill—they clearly had no intentions of being gentle or sparing them. They treated both with brutal, merciless intent.

Wei Long appeared and lent a hand, instantly killing six of them. Regardless of whether it was this act of assistance or this level of combat power, Xia Ling became more cautious. Flipping her hand, she took out a jade vial and offered it to Wei Long. She said sincerely, "So Young Master saved Junior Sister Linghua once before. Xia Ling thanks you here for your help. This was agreed upon in advance: a Qi-Restoring Pill refined by Grandmaster Thirteen. Please, Young Master, you must accept it!"

Wei Long smiled and waved his hand. "Young Lady Xia flatters me. I am Long Wei. I dare not accept this item. Moreover, I... and Fairy Linghua can be considered old acquaintances..."

Seeing Xia Ling truly intended to give Wei Long the pill as thanks, Linghua grew anxious. Forgetting her sulk with Wei Long, she made a fuss and rushed over, snatching the jade vial from Xia Ling's hand and tucking it into her robes. She pouted with dissatisfaction and grumbled, "Senior Sister, how could you really give away Grandmaster Thirteen's refined Qi-Restoring Pill! This petty thief seems like someone from the Thousand Talismans Sect. Us being attacked by people from the Shadow Soul Sect is all their mess! Helping us is what he should do!"

Wei Long saw this girl really did not remember the events of last time clearly. He recalled Xuanyuanzi had called him "Master" in front of everyone back then, and Wei Long secretly breathed a sigh of relief. This Silly Girl's foolishness had its advantages. If it had been someone else, even someone like Xia Ling, probably the entire upper echelons of the Moonview Tower would know by now that the Thousand Talismans Sect's talisman genius Xuanyuanzi had taken a Foundation Building Stage Master.

Hearing them mention "Grandmaster Thirteen" several times, Wei Long couldn't help but ask curiously, "Silly Girl, who is this Grandmaster Thirteen? There's no such Grandmaster in the Cultivation World, right? Is a vial of Qi-Restoring Pill worth you treasuring it so much?"

Well, this time he poked the hornet's nest. Xia Ling looked at Wei Long with some displeasure. Linghua jumped up like a cat whose tail had been stepped on, shrieking shrilly, "What do you, a petty thief, understand? Ignorant! Grandmaster Thirteen is not someone a petty thief like you can guess at!"

Wei Long smiled awkwardly and turned to ask Xia Ling. "Young Lady Xia, may I trouble you for guidance? This..."

Seeing Wei Long genuinely did not know, Xia Ling's expression softened a bit. A look of yearning appeared on her face as she slowly said, "Young Master Long has likely been in seclusion recently, otherwise it's impossible you wouldn't know! Grandmaster Thirteen has not long emerged, and already several new kinds of Talismans, pills, and magic tools have been released. This vial of Qi-Restoring Pill not only restores True Essence in half the time of ordinary ones, its effect is twice as strong. I heard there's even a type called the Blue Radiance Qi-Restoring Pill that can restore instantly, but sadly it's limited in number and not something we can obtain!"

"Grandmaster Thirteen is actually three people, but no one knows the names or daoist titles of these three Grandmasters. Only because the magic tools crafted by one of them bear the mark 'Thirteen' do we all refer to these three Grandmasters as Grandmaster Thirteen. I truly wish to know the names and daoist titles of these three Grandmasters; it would be even better to meet them! If one could become their disciple, that would be perfect!"

Wei Long was instantly dumbfounded. Hearing what Xia Ling said, he understood what this was about. What was this? Legendary fans? The Cultivation World had such things? He actually had fans? And he was being looked down upon by his own fan?

What kind of situation was this! Wei Long looked at the two of them, both with stars in their eyes, looking utterly worshipful. He almost blurted out, "Actually, I am Grandmaster Thirteen!"

But looking at the situation, he understood that if he dared say that, he'd be waiting to be drowned in a sea of spit. Wei Long instantly felt this moment was incredibly awkward. A few moments later, Wei Long lightly coughed to interrupt the two women's reverie. "Young Lady Xia, hasn't the Cultivation World been a bit unstable lately? How come you left Moonview Tower?"

Saying this, Wei Long glanced at the six frozen figures. Xia Ling then said, "The conflict between the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect has recently calmed down. Both sects discovered it was caused by a hidden force stirring up trouble. They are preparing to discuss and resolve the dispute between the two sects! We just returned from outside and were preparing to report to our sect! Young Master Long, are you a disciple of the Thousand Talismans Sect?"

Hearing this, Wei Long felt extremely strange. Discussion? Negotiation? The Cultivation World had that too? It sounded just like when two gang-like groups have a dispute, their underlings fight fiercely, and then the big bosses jump out to negotiate. Wei Long's expression turned odd as he said, "Yes, I am currently learning at the Thousand Talismans Sect."

The Silly Girl Linghua stood by, watching, unable to join the conversation, pouting as if stewing over some unknown annoyance. Xia Ling smiled and said, "So that's how it is. Then I should address you as Senior Brother Long! Senior Brother Long, did you receive a recall order to hurry back to the sect?"

Wei Long did not know anything about any recall order. He smiled and said, "Then let's not be so formal either, Young Lady Xia. Our two sects have always been closely linked. I will address you as Junior Sister Xia! I am just on my way back to the Thousand Talismans Sect, and happened to run into you!"

After chatting casually with Xia Ling for a while longer, Wei Long waved goodbye. Before leaving, he did not forget to tease Linghua. "Silly Girl, I hope when I see you next time, you'll be a bit smarter, not so foolish, hahaha..." After saying that, Wei Long whooshed away on his flying sword, leaving only Linghua stomping her feet furiously on the spot, shaking a delicate fist at Wei Long's retreating back as if in protest.

Originally, Wei Long had been puzzled. When he left the Thousand Talismans Sect, the entire sect was still full of fiery anger. How could it have completely settled down in such a short time? It seemed they discovered a hidden force was fanning the flames. Seen that way, it seemed normal.

That group of Black-clad Figures had kept killing Thousand Talismans Sect people and framing the Shadow Soul Sect, while also killing Shadow Soul Sect people and framing the Thousand Talismans Sect. As the saying goes, if you often walk by the river, your shoes will get wet. Besides, the two sects were, after all, among the Four Great Sects of the Nanwu Kingdom. If after so long they still hadn't detected any signs, that would be strange.

Wei Long flew at full speed on his sword toward the Thousand Talismans Sect, only slowing down as he neared it. By now, he could occasionally see figures flying on swords heading toward the Thousand Talismans Sect. It seemed they were recalling the dispatched disciples. The big bosses of the two sects were probably going to start negotiations soon.

Of course, this "soon" Wei Long estimated would be at least a month later. In the Cultivation World, there was one word for getting things done: delay!
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Returning to the Thousand Talismans Sect, everything went smoothly. The disciples who had been sent out were all recalled. No one questioned Wei Long for going out for a stroll and then coming back so quickly. Besides, when Wei Long first returned to the Inner Sect, the disciple who had originally delivered the message to him looked as if he had seen a ghost. There had to be something fishy about that.

Wei Long sneered inwardly. "Surprised to see me, a lone guy who went out, come back safe and sound? Trying to use someone else's hand to kill me? You need to see if you can even borrow that 'hand' and if it can actually kill anyone. Still thinking about how to frame a fellow disciple in this situation? What a pig brain. Do you really think just being in one of the Four Great Sects, the Thousand Talismans Sect, means you can rest easy?"

But these thoughts just circled in Wei Long's mind briefly before he tossed them aside. He pricked up his ears, listening to the conversations of the disciples reporting back around him. The news about the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect planning peace talks had already spread. Furthermore, some people knew that most of the disciples from both sects who had been killed outside were actually killed by a third-party force, who framed the two sects.

Hearing that there wouldn't be an all-out fight, most of the low-level disciples felt relieved. After all, in a clash between two major sects, low-level disciples would likely suffer the most casualties. Only a small minority of hotheads remained. Hearing that they couldn't fight the Shadow Soul Sect now, they turned their anger towards the third-party force that had struck from the shadows, showing a strong desire for a decisive battle.

Wei Long just smiled when he heard this. If a real large-scale fight broke out between two or even three factions, these loudmouths would probably be the ones to flee the fastest, or die the fastest. Most of those reporting back were disciples at the Foundation Building Stage. To put it bluntly, on the battlefield between two major sects, Foundation Building Stage cultivation was merely cannon fodder. Qi Refining Stage disciples weren't even considered cannon fodder. The Golden Core Formation Stage was the main force. The Nascent Soul Stage and above were the key to victory or defeat.

However, most people were still very supportive of avoiding a fight. It was now almost certain that this included the Thousand Talismans Sect's Seventh Elder, and the people from various sects who had died outside. After careful calculation, basically no one within any of the sects could be found as the culprit. The Thousand Talismans Sect lost an Early Nascent Soul Stage elder. The Shadow Soul Sect suffered an even greater loss: a Mid Nascent Soul Stage elder betrayed them, and along with that, they lost part of their scripture archives.

And judging by the current situation, the higher-ups of both sides had already been in contact. Even without solid proof, the clues that had been caught were enough to make an inference. In the Cultivation World, handling matters didn't require ironclad evidence. Having signs and suspicions was enough.

So, what followed was logical. Continuing to fight offered no benefits, and there was no deep-seated hatred compelling either sect to fight to the death. So why keep fighting? Therefore, this so-called negotiation, similar to gang talks, emerged. They called it a negotiation, but it was really just the higher-ups of both sects meeting face-to-face, sharing information, and then considering how to dig out the hidden force that was fanning the flames and striking from the shadows.

But all this seemed to have nothing to do with Wei Long, not even a copper coin's worth. After reporting his return to the Inner Sect, Wei Long headed towards his courtyard within the Inner Sect. The rule was that upon advancing to the Foundation Building Stage, one could enter a peak under a specific elder to cultivate. But the divisions were significant. Each elder's lineage wasn't confined to just the main peak, and not just anyone could enter a main peak anyway.

So, those who were considered Inner Sect but couldn't enter any of the elders' main peaks settled in the areas between or around the nine main peaks. It suited Wei Long just fine, as he didn't want to enter any elder's main peak to cultivate either. Arriving at his small courtyard, he saw several Foundation Building Stage cultivators who had entered the sect around the same time he did.

Wei Long then remembered these guys were planted by that Black-clad Figure faction. Now that the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect had both backed down from fighting, would these people stir up trouble?

Within the Inner Sect, everyone's living and cultivation areas were at the foot of those main peaks. Fewer people meant more space, and each person had their own separate courtyard. Just as Wei Long approached the vicinity of the residential area, he saw two Early Foundation Building Stage cultivators secretly gathering in a small grove.

It was perfectly normal for fellow disciples to spar and test their learnings in the Dao. Anyone else seeing this wouldn't suspect a thing. But Wei Long wore a hint of amusement. He remembered one of these two. One of them was one of those Foundation Building Stage cultivators who had sneaked in back then, now merely showing his original cultivation level.

Seeing no one else around, Wei Long chuckled softly. He took out an Invisibility Talisman and a Breath Concealment Talisman, gently activated them, and applied them to himself. Instantly, Wei Long's figure and aura completely vanished into the air. After getting close to these two, Wei Long heard one of them say, "Senior Brother Liu, I have just learned the Five Elements Maze Formation, but I haven't grasped the essence of its transformations. Could you please give me some guidance?"

The other one laughed readily. "Why not? Please go ahead, Junior Brother Zhao!"

After saying that, the other person deftly used several Spirit Stones and materials to set up a Five Elements Maze Formation on the ground. Then, the two of them walked into the formation. Wei Long stood to the side, quite puzzled. "Are they really just discussing their studies?"

But Wei Long's suspicions grew stronger. Although the Five Elements Maze Formation was just a low-level thing, it had one function: to interfere with Spiritual Sense. Thinking of this, Wei Long decisively stepped into that Five Elements Maze Formation. With Wei Long's skill, even the person who set up the formation wouldn't detect him, let alone since this was a fixed formation. Without someone specifically operating it, it was almost like a trap.

Upon entering this several-zhang-wide formation, Wei Long quietly moved to a spot about two zhang away from the two men. At this distance, Wei Long's hearing could definitely pick up their conversation. But after a while, they were still discussing matters related to the Five Elements Maze Formation. Just as Wei Long thought he was mistaken and was about to leave, their conversation shifted.

One of them said, "Junior Brother, the leader might be planning a big move soon. I heard the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect are going to negotiate their dispute. If the higher-ups of both sects meet face-to-face, the leader's plan will probably fail..."

The one who had entered the Thousand Talismans Sect with Wei Long hesitated for a moment, then said, "There is a big move. I heard the leader will personally take action this time, and the never-seen-before General Qilian is also going to appear..."

The other person was startled and lowered his voice. "What? Is the Strategist finally going to appear? I've admired this lord for so long. I've only ever heard people refer to him as General Qilian, but I heard not even the various elders have ever seen him..."

Wei Long cursed inwardly. "Aren't these two being a bit too cautious?" However, he didn't hear anything more valuable afterwards. But Wei Long was greatly shocked in his heart. General Qilian? Could it be... a person? Then who was the Hanba/The Drought Demon buried in the Underground Palace?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 105: Sudden Change During Negotiations

[image: ]




​

Listening further yielded no more useful information. The two returned to exchanging cultivation insights. Wei Long quietly withdrew and slowly walked back to his small courtyard. His mind was in a mess. He didn’t care at all about what they called a “big move.” If those people really had absolute strength, they wouldn’t always be hiding in the shadows, striking with cold, underhanded tactics.

What troubled Wei Long were the five words: “General Qilian.” The mirage he had seen in the underground palace near Shangjing, that ferocious third-tier Martial Cultivator, was General Qilian. Wei Long deduced that the Hanba sleeping in the third level of the underground palace, along with the ten Golden Armored Corpses, were transformed from General Qilian. And the timing roughly matched.

A third-tier Martial Cultivator as a foundation, with a Martial Cultivator’s body-refining characteristics, spending six or seven hundred years to evolve into a high-level Hanba seemed about right. His ten subordinates, with poorer foundations, were buried in the Earth-Severed Land. Earth breeds metal, and they transformed into fourth-tier Golden Armored Corpses.

However, the scenes from the mirage didn’t show what ultimately happened to General Qilian. Given the quality of those Black-clad Figures—swift, ruthless, and collectively choosing self-destruction at the slightest risk of capture—it did indeed feel somewhat militaristic upon reflection. The General Qilian mentioned by those two could very well be the secular General from six or seven hundred years ago.

Thinking this way, it made sense. This force of Black-clad Figures was dead set on destroying the Four Great Sects. The one who massacred the two hundred thousand ordinary soldiers back then was the Heavenly Sword Sect. Now, if the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect truly engaged in a major conflict, the Moonview Tower would surely stand up to help the Thousand Talismans Sect, inevitably dragging the Heavenly Sword Sect into the war as well.

Wei Long’s initial analysis was that if not for profit, then it must be hatred. Thinking like this, if General Qilian hated the Heavenly Sword Sect to the extreme, it wasn’t impossible for him to extend that hate to all Four Great Sects. In Wei Long’s thinking, within the Black-clad Figures’ force, General Qilian being the mastermind behind the scenes was the most likely possibility.

But then, who was that Hanba? Wei Long’s head hurt from thinking. That Hanba was like a super-ticking time bomb. A naturally awakened Hanba started at the seventh tier at the very least. Its body was absolutely comparable to a Body Refinement master, able to withstand attacks from almost all Spirit Artifacts. Magic treasures below the level of a Treasure Artifact couldn’t even count as making it itch.

Wei Long estimated the sleeping Hanba was also at the sixth rank. The Southern Crow Country hadn’t seen a seventh-tier Divine Transformation Stage expert for over a thousand years. If some accident happened, like an earthquake or something—though the probability was low—or even if someone just fought a little on the third level of the underground palace, anything that could slightly disturb the peace there might awaken that Hanba.

What kind of being would a Hanba that emerged from a place where Resentment Qi was so thick it formed dense clouds be? The thought made Wei Long’s heart race wildly. Just that one sixth-rank Hanba alone could sweep through the entire Southern Crow Country, let alone the Hanba’s signature effect: once it appears, the land turns barren for a thousand miles.

Wei Long sighed. As he approached his small courtyard, he saw Foundation Building Stage disciples either diligently cultivating or gathered together discussing the matters of the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect. Wei Long thought, “Ignorance truly is bliss sometimes. They don’t know there’s a super-nuclear bomb buried underground in the Southern Crow Country, capable of leveling the entire nation!”

Suddenly, Wei Long shook his head and laughed at himself, slapping his own forehead. He muttered, “What am I so worried about? Jun Qianxiao set up a set of fourth-tier Formation Banners there. Ordinary people can’t break it, and experts wouldn’t be bored enough to go to a place meant for newbie disciples. Even if that Hanba really is a peerless evil fiend, there will be taller people to hold up the sky. Why am I being a worrywart?”

Anyway, if undisturbed, that Hanba could probably sleep for a few more decades. Though by then it might be a seventh-tier Hanba, whether Wei Long would have the ability to kill it by that time was another matter. Having figured this out, Wei Long’s steps became lighter. After all, the Southern Crow Country was his homeland. He certainly didn’t want to see it turned into a barren, fiery desert.

Wei Long cultivated peacefully in his independent courtyard for a month. As he expected, matters in the Cultivation World dragged on terribly. It was only now that the Sect Master of the Thousand Talismans Sect and several elders finally left the sect. Wei Long was still in secluded cultivation. He had unintentionally broken through to the Mid Foundation Building Stage last time and hadn’t properly cultivated since then.

Neither side trusted holding the negotiations on the other’s territory, so the location was set in the northwest of the Southern Crow Country, right between the two sects. Contrary to what others might imagine, the Thousand Talismans Sect's master, Wan Lingzhe, and the Shadow Soul Sect's master, Li Zipei, who was widely rumored to be a hot-tempered brute, not only didn’t draw their swords to fight upon meeting, but even exchanged polite and friendly greetings.

This made the accompanying elders and disciples constantly marvel. Being a Sect Master wasn’t for everyone. One moment they were like mortal enemies, the next they were like long-lost friends. Both sides were very tacit. After a brief exchange of pleasantries upon meeting, they got straight to the point, and neither discussed the conflicts between them.

They directly started talking about the hidden force. Sharing their information on this point, the remaining doubts were gradually cleared up. Before long, they completely confirmed that all of this was due to a force secretly stirring up trouble. They even cross-referenced every disciple who was killed but not by them, determining exactly who the killer was in each case.

But just as they reached a bit of consensus, an utterly terrifying pressure materialized above the crowd’s heads. A thick, impenetrable cloud of gray-black demonic mist exploded above them, instantly enveloping an area of ten square miles. The sky seemed to be blotted out in an instant.

Simultaneously, dozens of streaks of light flew towards the negotiation site from all directions. Waves of undisguised killing intent surged towards the crowd. From the demonic cloud in the sky, bursts of laughter resembling the cries of a night owl rang out. Resentment, madness, violence, and killing intent poured down from within the cloud along with this eerie, terrifying laughter, forming visible ripples of negative thoughts that cascaded down like a sudden, violent thunderstorm in June.

From the Sect Masters down to the Golden Core Formation Stage disciples who had followed, everyone from the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect felt as if a mountain were pressing down on them. Their Spiritual Sense felt as if it had been struck hard by a hammer. Their faces turned pale in unison.

Sect Master Wan Lingzhe of the Thousand Talismans Sect and Sect Master Li Zipei of the Shadow Soul Sect simultaneously took out a slender Flying Sword. Ignoring their injured Spiritual Sense, they instantly shot the swords out. With a flash of light, the swords were already a hundred miles away, flying towards their respective mountain gates. A formidable enemy! A far stronger enemy than they had imagined!
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The people of the Thousand Talismans Sect and the Shadow Soul Sect had known for a long time that they could not hide news of the peace talks between the two sides. So they simply let the news out and guessed that the force hiding in the shadows would definitely come out to cause trouble. Therefore, aside from the Sect Masters personally attending, several Nascent Soul Stage Elders followed them, along with some Late Golden Core Stage disciples.

But no one expected that the people who came to disrupt the negotiations turned out to be assassins. They had always believed that this hidden force, too cowardly to show its face even once, could not be very strong. Having one or two Nascent Soul Stage experts to hold the fort would be more than enough.

Yet now, they didn't even know someone was standing right above them. In an instant, thick demonic clouds had enveloped the area for ten miles around. Just one maniacal laugh injured the Spiritual Sense of everyone present. The expressions of the Thousand Talismans Sect and Shadow Soul Sect members were utterly dreadful, like someone confidently unearthing a treasure only to find a roused Hanba/The Drought Demon.

Wan Lingzhe and Li Zipei fired their distress signals without a second thought. Then, with grim faces, they looked at each other and squeezed out five words through gritted teeth in unison: "Soul Refining Stage expert!"

Within the Thousand Talismans Sect, the peaceful sect grounds instantly erupted with alarm bells. The formation at the main mountain gate had been violently broken through. Just as Wei Long stepped out of his courtyard, he saw a tiny streak of light speeding towards the back mountains of the Thousand Talismans Sect. His pupils contracted sharply, and he murmured to himself, "A Flying Sword message talisman! Has something major happened? They're willing to spend a Low-grade Spiritual Artifact just to send a message?"

The next moment, an overwhelming aura surged from the back mountains. The clouds over a thousand feet high were suddenly shattered. A sharp, urgent whistle sounded from the back mountains. After just one breath, several more explosive sounds followed, and six streaks of light shot out from the Thousand Talismans Sect's back mountains, disappearing beyond the mountain gate in an instant.

Wei Long stood where he was, not yet understanding what was happening, when the Thousand Talismans Sect settled back into calm. A drawn-out voice spread throughout the entire sect grounds, "Disciples of the Thousand Talismans Sect, hear this order! No one is to act rashly. Maintain vigilance!"

Wei Long frowned. What exactly happened? One Soul Refining Stage, five Stellar Condensation Stage... those old monsters from the back mountains who are in seclusion all year round, in such a hurry? Did something happen during the negotiations? Wei Long remembered that aside from the Sect Master, six Elders had accompanied him. Seven great Nascent Soul Stage experts. Who could force the Sect Master to use something like a Flying Sword message talisman to call for help?

The chaos subsided quickly. However, the appearance of that Soul Refining Stage old monster earlier had set the entire Thousand Talismans Sect abuzz. Seeing that even people from the surrounding courtyards who never came out had emerged, Wei Long also returned to his room, frowning.

The situation changed too fast. It probably wasn't the Shadow Soul Sect people trying something underhanded during the negotiations, right? Then what was it? He thought for a long time. Wei Long didn't seriously consider the possibility of the Black-clad Figures' force. He had ruled them out from the start. These guys had planted spies that could be traced back hundreds of years. They never showed themselves, always acting in secret. Wei Long never imagined they would make a frontal, head-on attack this time.

An hour later, the entire Thousand Talismans Sect grounds sounded the alarm bells again. Wei Long hurried out of his courtyard. The moment he stepped out, his whole body shook. A wisp of True Essence moved with his will, instantly circulating through several acupoints and meridians around his eyes. Extreme Vision Technique!

Twenty or thirty miles away, the formation at the entire eastern mountain gate of the Thousand Talismans Sect was completely destroyed. The scenery from outside was exposed without any cover to Wei Long's eyes. The formations within a ten-mile longitudinal stretch to the east were completely paralyzed!

Wei Long's heart jolted. He truly hadn't thought anyone in the Southern Crow Country/Nanwu Kingdom would dare to attack the Thousand Talismans Sect grounds like this. Suddenly, Wei Long turned his head and scanned his surroundings. The Foundation Building Stage cultivators who had infiltrated with him had vanished.

Wei Long understood instantly. It was the Black-clad Figures. They were finally stepping onto the stage! Why did they have Foundation Building Stage cultivators infiltrate, and not stronger ones? Now there was an explanation. The Outer Sect was close to the eastern mountain gate, and the Outer Sect was managed loosely. Whatever these people wanted to do there wouldn't be easily discovered.

And now, these people's purpose was finally revealed. Dozens of Foundation Building Stage cultivators could absolutely destroy the formation foundations stretching for ten miles from the inside very easily. And the old monsters from the back mountains who were in seclusion had just left not long ago. Right now, the entire Thousand Talismans Sect could be said to be at its weakest defensively. Especially since the first line of defense, the mountain gate formations, was already completely useless.

First they planted spies. Then they assassinated and framed others. When the two sides didn't fight, they assassinated the negotiators. Finally, they lured away the tiger and attacked the Thousand Talismans Sect's main base. A chill spread through Wei Long's heart. One failed scheme after another. These people were utterly vicious.

Wei Long had no time to think further. Several hundred black-clad figures were already flying in on swords at the mountain gate. Wei Long focused his gaze. The entire Outer Sect area had become a ruin. The several thousand Outer Sect disciples had vanished, their whereabouts unknown. From the Nine Main Peaks at the center of the Thousand Talismans Sect, people were already flying out on swords in a constant stream.

Soon, the two sides clashed directly. The Thousand Talismans Sect side uniformly took out Talismans to defend themselves. But their opponents coordinated flawlessly. Quickly, agonized screams came from Thousand Talismans Sect disciples as they turned into bloody mists in mid-air, raining down.

Then, a loud shout rang out from above the Thousand Talismans Sect: "Disciples of the Thousand Talismans Sect, hear the order! Do not act rashly. Form a formation and defend against the enemy!"

Only then did those disciples who had recklessly charged out and acted on their own gain a semblance of order. But compared to the Black-clad Figures opposite them, who attacked and defended in an orderly manner, advancing and retreating in coordination like an army, the difference was not small.

Although the opponents' overall strength was still inferior to the Thousand Talismans Sect's side, most of those who periodically turned into minced meat and bloody rain falling to the ground were Thousand Talismans Sect disciples. At that very moment, the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy within dozens of miles of the Thousand Talismans Sect suddenly grew agitated.

On one of the main peaks near the eastern side at the center of the Thousand Talismans Sect, the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy grew even more violently restless. The Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy from dozens of miles around slowly gathered toward this main peak. Streams of multicolored light slowly radiated from this main peak.

A trace of a familiar aura flowing from it caused Wei Long's expression to change drastically. "Damn it! Core Shatters, Nascent Soul Forms! Xuanyuanzi! Why at this time!"

Wei Long could no longer care about the battle ahead. He instantly took out three Talismans: Invisibility Talisman, Breath Concealment Talisman, and Wind-Sprinting Talisman. After applying them to himself, Wei Long flew toward that main peak without a second thought. He couldn't hide a Core Shatters, Nascent Soul Forms event even if he wanted to now. For the first time, Wei Long felt a sense of urgency. He pushed his flying speed to the limit, cursing inwardly nonstop. "Why did these bastards have to come at this exact time? If my main disciple's Core Formation breakthrough is affected, I'll never forgive you!"
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At that moment, the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy within dozens of miles seemed to be drawn, restlessly gathering towards a peak at the center of the Thousand Talismans Sect. A circular, multi-colored ribbon several miles in diameter continuously changed colors as it swirled around the summit. Above the peak, a milky white cloud several miles in size gradually formed, and deafening thunderclaps constantly emanated from within.

Now, within a hundred-mile radius, even ordinary mortals could clearly see that dazzling, multi-colored ribbon, let alone these cultivators. At this moment, not only were the disciples of the Thousand Talismans Sect staring in astonishment at the multi-colored ribbon, but even the Black-clad Figures were stunned by this change.

Of the two elders left to guard the Thousand Talismans Sect, one was the Third Elder who guarded the Scripture Pavilion, but he was currently holding his ground at Dark Cloud Peak and could not break away. The one in charge was the Sixth Elder, who was still recovering from serious injuries. His cultivation, originally at the Mid Nascent Soul Stage, had also fallen to the Early Nascent Soul Stage. Now, standing pale-faced in mid-air, he shouted hoarsely with all his might, "Disciples of the Thousand Talismans Sect! Defend against the enemy! Do not let them break through to Lianyun Peak! All disciples at the Early and Mid Golden Core Formation Stage, take the Prime Dragon Pill!"

After all, he was a Nascent Soul Stage expert. Seeing this scene, how could he not understand? Someone in the Thousand Talismans Sect was attempting to break through their core to form a nascent soul. Moreover, it was Xuanyuanzi, on whom the sect placed great hope. As long as Xuanyuanzi succeeded, not only would they gain an additional Nascent Soul Stage expert to aid them, but more importantly, Xuanyuanzi was already capable of crafting Earth Grade Talismans. Upon breaking through to the Nascent Soul Stage, his insights into the Talisman Path would surely increase greatly. As long as they had Heaven-Grade Talismans, the Thousand Talismans Sect would not decline!

The opposing side certainly understood this logic. The Nascent Soul Stage expert who had not yet acted finally made his move. "Attack with full force! Do not let them succeed in forming the nascent soul!" A vast, low command reached the ears of the somewhat hesitant Black-clad Figures.

At the same time, three streaks of escaping light shot out from behind the Black-clad Figures, heading straight for Lianyun Peak, where Xuanyuanzi was located. The Sixth Elder's face changed, and he was about to intercept the enemy when he saw an old man with a wizened appearance fly out from atop Dark Cloud Peak, wielding a three-foot black sword, charging forward with a face full of killing intent.

All three of the opposing Black-clad Figures were at the Mid Nascent Soul Stage. The Third Elder, with his Late Nascent Soul Stage cultivation, fought one against three, alternating between talismans and his Flying Sword. For the moment, the battle was deadlocked. Meanwhile, the Foundation Building Stage and Golden Core Formation Stage disciples fought even more fiercely, seeing red. Every Golden Core Formation Stage disciple carried a Prime Dragon Pill sold by Wei Long. After consuming the Prime Dragon Pill, within a few breaths, they all surged from Early/Mid Golden Core Formation Stage to Mid/Late Golden Core Formation Stage.

But it was still not enough. Although they could temporarily hold off the coordinated attacks of the Black-clad Figures, screams continuously rang out as people fell from the sky. Wei Long's eyes instantly turned red. Although he had never felt much belonging to the Thousand Talismans Sect, at this moment, these people were fighting with their lives on the line.

Especially the Foundation Building Stage disciples. Within a few breaths, someone would die a tragic death or fall severely wounded. Wei Long no longer cared about anything now. To hell with lying low, to hell with having low cultivation. Wei Long now only wanted all the attacking Black-clad Figures to die!

Without further hesitation, Wei Long flew into the air. The effects of the Invisibility Talisman and the Breath Concealment Talisman were still active. Wei Long tossed fifteen jade bottles towards the Sixth Elder and used the Thousand-Mile Voice Transmission Art to say, "Five hundred Mysterious Grade Prime Dragon Pills, five hundred Mysterious Grade Minor Life-Extending Pills, five hundred Mysterious Grade Blue Radiance Qi Restoration Pills. I leave this place to you!"

After speaking, he flew towards the summit of Lianyun Peak. The Sixth Elder had just sensed someone approaching when he saw the fifteen jade bottles flying from the air and heard those words. Putting aside his shock and suspicion, the Sixth Elder casually opened one bottle. A rich, fragrant aroma wafted out.

At this moment, the Sixth Elder could no longer bother with who had just given him the pills. The current situation was extremely critical. Seeing the disciples fall, each death fueled the boiling killing intent in the Sixth Elder's heart. He stored the pills and flew towards the disciples.

Meanwhile, Wei Long flew to the summit of Lianyun Peak. He looked at the waves of spiritual energy emanating from a stone chamber. Outside the stone chamber, Da Niu stood like a statue. Wei Long had no time to greet him. He flew a hundred zhang above Lianyun Peak's summit, took out a faintly glowing crimson pill, and shoved it into his mouth.

A Heaven-Grade Prime Dragon Pill! Instantly, Wei Long's aura surged exponentially. Late Foundation Building Stage, Early Golden Core Formation Stage, Mid Golden Core Formation Stage, Late Golden Core Formation Stage, Peak Golden Core Formation Stage! Enduring the tearing sensation in his meridians that felt like they would burst the next moment, a trickle of blood seeped uncontrollably from the corner of his mouth, and patches of blood mist seeped from his skin.

Temporarily boosting one's cultivation came at a cost! He quickly swallowed a Minor Life-Extending Pill. For what was to come, cultivation below the Golden Core Formation Stage simply wouldn't suffice. Wei Long had invested heavily, directly consuming a Heaven-Grade Prime Dragon Pill. After doing all this, Wei Long did not pause for a moment.
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