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​Chapter 1: The God Who Fell to Earth

[image: ]




The cosmos bled.

Galaxies, shattered into veils of stardust, served as the backdrop for his final stand. He, the Sovereign of Eternal Night, a god who had carved his name into the fabric of reality through conquest and slaughter, was cornered. His divine form, forged from abyssal darkness and dying stars, was cracked and broken, leaking divine ichor that sizzled into nothingness.

Before him stood the coalition, a pantheon of self-proclaimed "virtuous" gods. The God of Holy Light, radiating a nauseating purity. The Goddess of Celestial Order, her face a mask of cold judgment. The War God of the Empyrean, his golden armor untarnished. They, and a dozen others, had betrayed him, ambushing him after a costly war on the edge of existence.

"You call this... justice?" His voice was a low growl, the sound of collapsing nebulae.

The God of Holy Light raised a spear forged from the first dawn. "Your reign of tyranny ends, Tyrant. Your path is one of destruction. The universe demands balance."

A bitter, bloody laugh escaped his lips. "Balance? You speak of balance while wielding the power to erase creation? You are hypocrites. You don't fear destruction. You fear a power that you do not control."

He was right, and they knew it. He had never pretended to be anything other than what he was: a conqueror. They cloaked their ambition in righteousness, a far more despicable sin.

"Your words are empty," the Goddess of Celestial Order declared, her voice devoid of emotion. "Prepare for oblivion."

They raised their weapons in unison. A tsunami of celestial light, holy power, and primordial law converged upon him. He met it with the last of his abyssal energy, a final, defiant roar of darkness against the coming dawn.

For a moment, the cosmos was split between absolute light and absolute shadow.

Then, the light won.

Pain, on a scale incomprehensible to mortals, tore through his divine soul. His form disintegrated, his consciousness fractured. His final, fading thought was not one of despair, but a vow, etched into the void with pure, undiluted hatred.

I... will... return!

Then, nothing.

Darkness. Silence. An eternity adrift in an endless void. Eons bled into millennia. His consciousness was a flickering ember of what it once was, a ghost held together only by the memory of betrayal and the promise of vengeance. He had no body, no senses, no concept of time. There was only the cold, burning rage.

Until, after an immeasurable age, something called to him.

A pull. A faint resonance from across the un-space of the void. A flicker of power, dark and familiar, beckoned to the last remnant of his soul. He followed it, for there was nothing else.

He was pulled through a tunnel of screaming chaos, a vortex of raw existence. And then—

A supernova of sensation.

Pain. Fire. A torrent of awareness crashed into him, not his own, but another's. It was a flood of memories, twenty years of them, weak and undeveloped but overflowing with arrogance. A pampered life. A powerful name. A body humming with a dark, dormant power that felt both alien and intoxicatingly familiar.

Two consciousnesses clashed in a silent, psychic war. One was ancient, forged in a billion battles, fueled by absolute wrath. The other was young, arrogant, and shallow, like a reflection on the surface of a deep, dark ocean.

The battle was over before it began.

The ocean consumed the reflection.

His eyes snapped open.

He was no longer a disembodied soul. He was flesh and bone, lying on what felt like sheets of woven shadow-silk. The room was vast, an immense chamber carved from a single piece of obsidian that seemed to drink the light. Towering pillars, etched with runes of annihilation and despair, held up a ceiling where a miniature galaxy of cold, dead stars swirled slowly. The air itself was thick, so heavy with spiritual pressure it would have crushed a lesser cultivator to dust.

He sat up, the sheets pooling around his waist. He looked down at his hands. They were pale and perfect, with long, slender fingers that pulsed with latent power. This body was... magnificent.

His mind, now a seamless fusion of his own ancient will and the young man’s memories, sorted through the information. The body’s name was Gu Tianming. He was the sole heir to the Gu Clan of the Devouring Abyss.

A slow, predatory smile stretched across his new face. The irony was exquisite. The gods had tried to erase him, and instead, fate had delivered him into the heart of a power that made them look like children playing with sparks.

As if summoned by his realization, a cold, mechanical sound echoed directly within his mind.

[Soul Resonance confirmed. The host's spiritual frequency exceeds activation parameters.]

[Initializing... Eternal Divinity System activated.]

[Welcome, Host.]

A translucent blue screen flickered into existence before his eyes, visible only to him.

[ETERNAL DIVINITY SYSTEM]

Host: Gu Tianming

Bloodline: Supreme Abyssal Sovereign (Dormant)

Cultivation Realm: Core Formation (Peak)

Innate Physique: Devouring Abyss Physique

System Functions Unlocked:


	Dimensional Sovereignty

	Supreme Dao Integration

	Divine Arsenal Manifestation

	...[9 more functions locked, pending host advancement]...



Current Points:


●  Heavenly Points (HP): 0

●  Demonic Points (DP): 0



New Host Initialization Package available. Do you wish to open it? [Y/N]

Gu Tianming stared, his mind momentarily stunned. A system? A cheat? He willed a silent ‘Yes’.

[Opening Initialization Package...]

[You have received: 1,000,000 Demonic Points (DP)]

[You have received: Forbidden Technique - 'Heavenly Devouring Art' (Initial Stage)]

[You have received: Divine Weapon - 'Abyssal Eclipse Blade' (Sealed)]

[Mission System Unlocked. May the Host forge his path through all realms.]

He pushed himself off the bed and walked towards a towering mirror made of crystallized void. In it, he saw his reflection for the first time.

A young man of about twenty, with hair as black as the abyss and eyes the color of cold, pale silver. His features were unnervingly perfect, beautiful in a way that was both captivating and dangerous. But it was the expression in those eyes that was truly terrifying. It was ancient, cold, and utterly devoid of mercy. It was the gaze of a predator looking upon a world ripe for the harvest.

He was Gu Tianming, Son of the Abyssal Monarch.

And he, the fallen god, was back.

"So," he whispered to his reflection, his voice a low, smooth baritone that held the weight of ages. "This is my second chance."

A dark, genuine laugh escaped his lips, echoing through the cavernous chamber.

"The universe should have made sure I stayed dead."

Of course. Adding a small appendix at the end of the first chapter is a perfect way to ground the reader in the world's power structure without bogging down the narrative. It's a very common and effective technique in web novels.

Here is the supplementary information, formatted to be placed at the very end of Chapter 1.

––––––––
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​A Note on the Cultivation Realms (Mortal World Path)

To understand the journey of power in the vast cosmos, one must first grasp the foundational steps taken in the Mortal Realms. Each major Realm represents a fundamental transformation of the body, soul, and one's connection to the Dao.

The primary stages of cultivation are as follows:

1. Qi Condensation Realm


●  The Foundation of Power: The initial step where a mortal first senses and absorbs the spiritual energy (Qi) of heaven and earth into their body.



2. Foundation Establishment Realm


●  Laying the Path: The cultivator builds a stable "foundation" within their dantian, allowing for greater Qi storage and control, officially separating them from mortals.



3. Core Formation Realm


●  Forging the Golden Core: Qi is compressed and purified into a solid Golden Core, a massive leap in power and longevity.

●  (Current Realm of Gu Tianming)



4. Nascent Soul Realm


●  Birth of the Dao Soul: The Golden Core hatches a miniature spiritual avatar of the cultivator. This "Nascent Soul" can exist independently of the body, granting a form of immortality.



5. Soul Transformation Realm


●  Becoming One with the Dao: The cultivator's soul begins to merge with the natural laws of the world, allowing them to wield elemental and conceptual power.



6. Dao Comprehension Realm


●  Understanding the Void: A deeper mastery over the laws of the Dao is achieved, allowing the cultivator to create their own domains and techniques.



7. Rebirth Realm


●  Shedding the Mortal Form: The body and soul undergo a painful rebirth, purging all mortal impurities and becoming a near-immortal existence.



8. Immortal Ascension Realm


●  Stepping into Immortality: The cultivator shatters the shackles of the Mortal Realm, undergoing a heavenly tribulation to ascend.



Beyond the Mortal Path:

Above these stages lie the realms of true divinity—Heavenly Saints who walk among mortals as gods, and Heavenly Monarchs who command universal laws. Legends whisper of even higher existences, such as Eternal Emperors and Dao Lords, but for most, such beings are myths beyond comprehension. ]
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​Chapter 2: The Tyrant's New Arsenal
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The dark laughter faded, but the chilling amusement remained in Gu Tianming’s silver eyes. For the first time in eons, he felt a flicker of genuine excitement. This wasn't the slow, grinding conquest of his old life; this was a game, and he had been handed the master key.

He focused his consciousness inward, dismissing the physical world to explore the glowing blue interface of the Eternal Divinity System.

"Show me the Exchange Store," he commanded mentally.

The screen shimmered, replaced by a seemingly endless scroll of categories. Techniques. Weapons. Bloodlines. Servants. Elixirs. Artifacts. Each one was a gateway to near-infinite power.

His curiosity piqued, he opened the "Techniques" section. The sheer scale of it was breathtaking.

[TECHNIQUES & SKILLS EXCHANGE]


●  [Earth-Tier]: [Blade Wind Art] - 1,000 DP

●  [Heaven-Tier]: [Azure Dragon's Descent] - 10,000 DP

●  [Forbidden]: [Corpse Puppet Grand Ritual] - 100,000 DP

●  [Beyond-Heaven]: [Stellar Annihilation Sutra] - 1,000,000 DP

●  [Supreme Dao]: [Law of Karmic Reversal] - 100,000,000 DP (Insufficient Points)

●  [Genesis]: [Primordial Chaos Forging Art] - ??? DP (Insufficient Authority)



A former god like him could instantly recognize the value. The "Forbidden" techniques were on par with the secret arts of minor deities. The "Beyond-Heaven" skills could likely challenge his old peers. And the "Supreme Dao" and "Genesis" tiers... those were powers that could rewrite reality itself. His current one million DP, which had seemed like a fortune moments ago, now felt like mere starting capital.

He had already been gifted the [Heavenly Devouring Art], a technique perfectly suited to his new body's innate abilities. It was a foundation. Now, he needed tools.

He switched to the "Weapons" tab.

[WEAPONS & ARTIFACTS EXCHANGE]


●  [Spirit-Tier]: [Flowing Shadow Sword] - 5,000 DP

●  [Heavenly-Tier]: [Thunderclap Sect's Punishment Halberd] - 50,000 DP

●  [God-Tier]: [Godslayer Halberd] - 600,000 DP

●  [Ancestral Forbidden Relic]: [Chains of the Void Dragon] - 15,000,000 DP (Insufficient Points)

●  [Conceptual]: [Blade That Severs Fate] - ??? DP (Insufficient Authority)



His gaze lingered on the [Godslayer Halberd]. The irony was too delicious to ignore. While he had the points, he resisted the impulse to buy it. The sealed [Abyssal Eclipse Blade] he received felt intrinsically linked to his bloodline. It was better to nurture what was his own than to buy a foreign tool. Patience was a virtue he’d learned over millennia of war. First, he would understand this new world. Then, he would burn it.

A soft, almost imperceptible chime echoed outside his chamber door.

"Young Lord," a female voice, trembling with a mixture of reverence and terror, called from the other side. "The Matriarch and Patriarch have been alerted to your awakening. They have requested your presence in the Abyssal Throne Hall."

Tianming turned his head from the mirror, his silver eyes cold and piercing as if he could see straight through the obsidian door. The voice belonged to one of his personal attendants, a young woman from a branch family. In the memories of the former Gu Tianming, she was treated as less than dust.

To the new Tianming, she was a source of information.

"Enter," he commanded. His voice was not loud, but it carried an authority that brooked no argument.

The massive door swung open silently. A young woman in dark, embroidered robes knelt just inside the doorway, her head pressed firmly to the floor, not daring to look up at him.

"You may rise," he said, his tone flat. He watched her every movement, analyzing her. She was a cultivator at the Foundation Establishment realm, a stage that would make her an elder in a lesser clan, yet here she was, a servant. It was a testament to the terrifying power of the Gu Clan.

She rose, still keeping her eyes fixed on the floor. "Young Lord, you... your aura feels different."

His lips curved into a slight, dangerous smile. Of course it did. The petulant child was gone, replaced by a sovereign.

"My cultivation has stabilized," he lied smoothly. "What is the state of the clan?"

The attendant was visibly startled by the question. The old Gu Tianming had never cared for such matters. "The clan is as it always is, the Young Lord... supreme. The Four Abyssal Pillars remain steadfast. The Abyssal Elders are in seclusion. The Patriarch's authority is absolute."

"And my parents?"

At the mention of the Patriarch and Matriarch, a fresh wave of fear washed over her. "The Abyssal Monarch and the Blood Moon Empress are awaiting you. They said... they felt a shift in the 'flow of fate' surrounding you."

Tianming's eyes narrowed. So, his reincarnation hadn't gone completely unnoticed. His new parents were clearly monstrously powerful beings, far beyond the level of the gods he had known. Interesting. This made them either valuable assets or his greatest threat.

"Prepare my robes," he ordered, turning back to the mirror. "The ones reserved for the 'Celestial Audience'."

The attendant gasped, finally looking up. Her face was pale. "But Young Lord, those robes are only to be worn when granting an audience to an Emperor of a higher realm! To wear them now..."

"Is a statement," Tianming finished for her, his silver eyes locking onto hers in the reflection. "I am the heir to the Gu Clan of the Devouring Abyss. Every moment I am awake is a celestial audience. Anyone who stands before me should be grateful I allow them to exist. Now, fetch the robes."

The absolute, unquestionable tyranny in his voice left no room for debate. The attendant trembled, bowed low, and scurried away to fulfill his command.

Left alone once more, Gu Tianming looked at his reflection. The young, arrogant prince was gone. In his place stood a calm, calculating monarch.

"Gu Xuanmo and Gu Lianxue," he murmured, tasting the names of his new parents. "Let us see if you are worthy of being my family."
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​Chapter 3: The Abyssal Throne
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The journey to the Abyssal Throne Hall was not a simple walk down a corridor. It was a passage through the heart of a power that warped reality. Guided by the terrified attendant, Tianming stepped out of his personal chambers and onto a path of floating, obsidian stones that snaked through an endless, starless void.

Below them, vast, shadowy shapes stirred in the darkness—ancient beasts bound to the clan, each one exuding an aura powerful enough to be a final boss in a lesser realm. Above, strange constellations of crimson and purple light pulsed with malevolent energy. This was not a palace; it was a self-contained universe, a testament to the Gu Clan's absolute dominion over their own reality.

Tianming walked with a calm, measured gait, his hands clasped behind his back. The "Celestial Audience" robes were as arrogant as their name suggested—woven from the night-black silk of a Void Devourer Moth and embroidered with silver threads that shimmered like captured starlight. A high collar framed his face, and the long, flowing sleeves were lined with crimson, hinting at the river of blood upon which the clan was built. The robes amplified his natural aura, making him seem less like a young man and more like a primordial deity of darkness.

He observed everything, comparing it to his own divine realm from his past life. His old citadel had been a fortress of war and conquest. This place was a mausoleum of absolute, ancient power. It was quieter, colder, and infinitely more dangerous.

Finally, the path of stones terminated before two colossal doors forged from what looked like the petrified bones of a dragon god. They were easily a thousand feet high, etched with a single, terrifying mural: a shadowy figure standing on the corpse of a dying cosmos, devouring the last vestiges of light.

The doors swung open without a sound, revealing the Throne Hall.

The sheer scale was designed to crush the will of any visitor. The hall was a vast, cavernous space, its ceiling so high that it was lost in shadow. At the far end, atop a dais of tiered, soul-chilling jade, sat two figures upon thrones carved from the heart of a fallen star.

On the right sat a man who could only be the Patriarch, Gu Xuanmo. He was the "Abyssal Monarch of Eternal Silence." His title was apt. He did not exude power; he was a void where power ceased to exist. He had long black hair and a face that was severe and emotionless, but his eyes held the stillness of an endless abyss. His mere presence felt like a law of nature, an immutable fact of the universe.

On the left sat the Matriarch, Gu Lianxue, the "Blood Moon Empress." If the Patriarch was a void, she was a contained supernova. She was breathtakingly beautiful, with features that could charm gods and devils alike, but a faint, crimson aura pulsed around her, a scent of blood and sweet poison that promised a gruesome death. Her crimson eyes, sharp and intelligent, missed nothing.

Tianming walked the impossibly long distance to the dais, his footsteps the only sound in the cavernous hall. He felt their gazes upon him—probing, analytical, overwhelmingly powerful. They were not looking at a son; they were appraising an asset, a legacy.

He stopped at the foot of the dais, tilting his head up to meet their gaze. He did not kneel. He did not bow.

Silence descended, thick and heavy. The temperature in the hall dropped, and the very air seemed to crackle with pressure. Any other being would have been reduced to a trembling mess, their soul shattered by the silent, oppressive power of the two sovereigns.

Tianming simply stood there, his expression unreadable, his silver eyes meeting theirs without a trace of fear.

It was the Matriarch, Gu Lianxue, who broke the silence. A slow, dangerous smile graced her lips.

"Tianming," she purred, her voice like velvet and razors. "You are different. The chaotic energy that has clouded your spirit for years has vanished. You are... calm."

The Patriarch, Gu Xuanmo, remained silent, but his abyssal eyes sharpened, focusing on his son with an intensity that could dissect a soul.

"I have merely come to understand my place," Tianming replied, his voice echoing slightly in the vast hall.

"Oh?" Lianxue leaned forward, her crimson eyes gleaming with interest. "And what place is that?"

"I am the heir to this throne," Tianming stated, not with the arrogance of a spoiled child, but with the simple finality of a universal truth. "My power is the clan's future. My will is its destiny. Everything else is secondary."

Lianxue’s smile widened, showing a hint of fang. "Bold words. The last elder who spoke to your father with such conviction was erased from all timelines."

"He was an elder. I am your son," Tianming countered smoothly. "More importantly, he was weak. I am not."

For the first time, the Patriarch, Gu Xuanmo, spoke. His voice was not a sound, but a presence that filled the mind. "You speak of will. But your cultivation is stagnant. You have possessed the Devouring Abyss Physique for twenty years and have yet to awaken it. You sit at the peak of the Core Formation Realm, a stage a child of our main bloodline should have passed a decade ago. Your actions have been... disappointing."

Each word was a hammer blow of judgment. This was the core of the former Gu Tianming's frustration—an immense talent he could not fully grasp.

But the new Tianming was not him.

"Disappointing, perhaps," Tianming conceded without shame. "But a stable foundation is crucial before building an eternal monument. The child's mind that inhabited this body was not yet ready to wield the power of our bloodline. It would have been consumed by it." He paused, letting his next words land with calculated weight. "That is no longer the case."

He focused his will, drawing upon the information gifted to him by the System. He channeled the one million Demonic Points into the [Heavenly Devouring Art]. He did not activate the technique, but instead used its principles as a key to unlock the door that had remained shut for twenty years.

A subtle shift occurred. A wisp of black, abyssal energy, darker than the void itself, leaked from his body. The temperature in the hall plummeted further. The shadows in the corners of the room seemed to deepen, stretching towards him as if paying homage.

His Devouring Abyss Physique had taken its first true breath.

Gu Xuanmo’s emotionless face showed its first flicker of change. It was not a surprise, but a deep, primal recognition. His son had finally, finally, begun to walk the path of their ancestors.

Gu Lianxue laughed, a sound of pure, delighted malice. "Yes! There it is! The hunger! The endless, insatiable hunger of the abyss!"

She stood from her throne, a vision of deadly grace, and glided down the steps of the dais. She stopped before Tianming, circling him like a predator examining its prized offspring.

"Tell me, my son," she whispered, her face inches from his. "Now that you have tasted true power... what is the first thing you wish to devour?"

Tianming’s silver eyes gleamed. He already had a target in mind.

"The Celestial Peak City auction," he said without hesitation. "They are auctioning a fragment of divine law. I want it."
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​Chapter 4: The First Expense
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The Matriarch’s manic delight and the Patriarch’s silent appraisal both intensified at Tianming's declaration. They had expected him to ask for a powerful artifact, a legion of servants, or perhaps the torment of a rival branch family. Instead, he had chosen a target outside the clan’s immediate influence—a public, audacious goal.

Gu Lianxue’s laughter, sharp and clear, echoed in the hall. "Excellent! A divine law fragment is a worthy prize. The righteous hypocrites of the Celestial Sword Sect protect that city. Their blood will make a fine offering to commemorate your awakening."

The Patriarch, Gu Xuanmo, raised a single, commanding finger. The hall fell silent once more.

"You will go alone," his voice resonated in Tianming’s mind. "You will take no guards, no elders, no legions. The name of the Gu Clan is a shield, but it is also a cage. If you cannot impose your will upon the outside world with your own two hands, you are not worthy of being its heir."

It was not a punishment, but a challenge. A test. They were giving him the freedom to act, but also the full weight of responsibility.

"That was my intention," Tianming replied calmly. "The roar of a dragon is more terrifying when it is the only sound in the sky."

A rare, almost imperceptible upturn of Gu Xuanmo’s lips was his only sign of approval. "The fragment is your objective. How you acquire it is your choice. Bring it back, and leave behind a legend of fear that will remind the lower realms why our name is a taboo. Do not disappoint us."

"I have no intention of ever being a disappointment again," Tianming said. He gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod—not of deference, but of acknowledgment between equals. Then, he turned and walked away, his shadow stretching long and menacing behind him as he left the Throne Hall.

Back in the solitude of his obsidian chamber, the mask of the dutiful heir fell away, replaced by the cold, calculating mind of the ancient god. His parents were powerful, certainly, but their perspective was limited to their clan and their cosmos. They were powerful pieces on the board, but he, with his system, was the player.

"System," he commanded mentally, "provide all available public information on Celestial Peak City, its protectors, and the centennial auction."

[Accessing Omniversal Knowledge Database... Cross-referencing Mortal Realm Chronicles... Compiling Data...]

A stream of information flowed directly into his mind.

Celestial Peak City: A major cultivation hub in the Qingyun Prefecture, built on a mountain rich in spiritual energy. It operates as a neutral territory but is under the sworn protection of the Azure Dragon Sect and the Celestial Sword Sect.

Protectors: The city's arrays are maintained by a council of elders. The ultimate authority is the Sect Master of the Celestial Sword Sect, a cultivator who has reached the "True Soul" sub-stage of the Soul Transformation Realm. A formidable opponent for a Core Formation cultivator, but not an insurmountable one.

The Auction: A grand event attracting clans and sects from all over the region. The divine law fragment is the final, most prized item. It is rumored to be a remnant of a fallen "God of Holy Light," capable of granting immense insight into sacred-type cultivation arts.

Tianming’s silver eyes narrowed dangerously. The "God of Holy Light." It was him. The sanctimonious bastard who had struck the first blow in his past life. This was not just a prize; it was a piece of his enemy, a thread of karma waiting to be seized. This had just become personal.

A frontal assault was his preferred method, but it was crude. It would draw too much attention too soon. He needed to be a scalpel before becoming a sledgehammer. For that, he needed subtlety.

"System, open the Exchange Store. Search for techniques related to concealment, aura suppression, and disguise."

The list populated instantly. He scrolled past dozens of minor arts until he found one that was perfect.

[Void Shadow Veil]


●  Tier: Forbidden

●  Description: A forbidden art developed by the Abyssal Shadow Clan. Allows the user to manipulate their own shadow and vital aura, rendering them undetectable to spiritual senses below the Dao Comprehension Realm. Can be used to create a flawless disguise, alter one's perceived cultivation level, or merge completely with the darkness.

●  Cost: 300,000 Demonic Points (DP)



It was expensive, costing nearly a third of his starting capital, but it was an invaluable strategic tool. A predator did not announce its presence before it struck.

"Purchase and integrate," he commanded.

[Deducting 300,000 DP. Remaining DP: 700,000.]

[Integrating [Void Shadow Veil]... Success!]

A torrent of profound knowledge flooded his mind. He felt a new, intimate connection to the shadows in his room. With a simple thought, he activated the technique. His overwhelming, abyssal aura vanished, retracting so completely that he seemed to become a mortal with no cultivation at all. He looked in the mirror and, with another thought, his features shifted subtly. His hair lightened to a common brown, and his silver eyes dimmed to a simple gray. The terrifying sovereign was gone, replaced by an utterly unremarkable young cultivator.

Perfect.

He summoned his personal attendant. The same young woman from before entered, kneeling at the door.

"Prepare a simple set of traveler's clothes and a spatial pouch with basic provisions. I am leaving the clan territory," he said, his voice now altered to sound plain and unremarkable.

The attendant looked up, her eyes wide with shock and confusion as she stared at the stranger standing in her Young Lord's chambers. "Who... who are you? Where is the Young Lord?"

A sliver of his true, abyssal aura leaked out for a fraction of a second. The pressure slammed into her, forcing her head back to the floor, her body trembling uncontrollably.

"I am the Young Lord," Tianming's true voice stated coldly. "Do as I command."

"Y-yes, Young Lord! Forgive me!" she stammered, scrambling to her feet and rushing to obey, her mind reeling.

Tianming watched her go, the unremarkable mask slipping back into place. He walked to the edge of his chamber, which overlooked the starless void of his clan's domain.

For twenty years, this body had been a prince in a gilded cage.

Now, the cage was open. And the beast within was hungry.
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​Chapter 5: A Glimpse of True Tyranny
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Leaving the Gu Clan's domain was like an emperor choosing to walk through a slum.

Tianming stood on a barren, black peak, the place where a spatial rift had spat him out into the Mortal Realm. The thin, chaotic spiritual energy of the world felt like poison in his lungs compared to the pure, abyssal essence of his home. The sun, a brilliant orb in a pale blue sky, was an irritating glare.

This world was wild, disorganized, and pathetic.

He descended the mountain, his [Void Shadow Veil] cloaking him as an unremarkable Foundation Establishment cultivator. The mask felt stifling. He was a god, then a sovereign heir, and now he was forced to masquerade as an ant. It was a tactical necessity, but a grating one.

His first encounter was with a pack of three Crimson-Fanged Wolves. They snarled, circling him, their savage minds sensing what they thought was a weak, lone meal.

The lead wolf lunged.

Tianming didn't move. He didn't even bother to raise his hand. He simply allowed a sliver of his true will—the ancient, soul-crushing pressure of a divine sovereign—to leak out.

It wasn't an attack. It was a presence.

The wolf’s lunge stopped mid-air as if it had slammed into an invisible, infinitely dense wall. Its brain, capable of only the most primitive thoughts, was instantly overloaded. The beast went rigid, its eyes glazed over, and a thin trickle of blood dripped from its nose. It collapsed to the ground, its heart stopped, its mind annihilated by a pressure it could never hope to comprehend.

The other two wolves froze, their instincts screaming a single, primal command: flee.

But before they could turn, the system chimed in Tianming’s mind.

[Spontaneous Mission Generated: The Predator's Toll]

[Objective: Remind the lesser creatures of this world that some beings are beyond their challenge. Annihilate the wolf pack in a manner that leaves no trace of their existence.]

[Reward: 5,000 Demonic Points (DP). Bonus reward for exceptional cruelty.]

A smile, cold and sharp, touched Tianming's lips. Exceptional cruelty. The system understood him perfectly.

He extended a single finger. The shadow beneath one of the cowering wolves writhed, rising not as a spike, but as a swirling vortex of darkness. It enveloped the wolf, which let out a choked, terrified yelp that was abruptly cut short. There was no blood, no gore. The wolf was simply... gone. Erased. Consumed by the shadow, which then settled back onto the ground as if nothing had happened.

The last wolf, witnessing its packmates die in ways that defied all logic, lost control of its bladder. It stood frozen, trembling uncontrollably, its will to live completely shattered.

Tianming walked slowly towards it, his disguised gray eyes utterly devoid of emotion. He placed a hand on the creature's head. For a moment, it seemed like an act of mercy. Then, he activated the initial stage of the [Heavenly Devouring Art].

The wolf’s body rapidly withered. Its fur, muscle, and bone turned to gray ash and flaked away in seconds, its life essence being drawn directly into Tianming’s palm. Within three seconds, all that remained was a pile of dust that the wind promptly scattered.

[Task Complete. Target annihilated.]

[Cruelty assessment: Exceptional. The soul was devoured while the target was fully conscious of its annihilation.]

[Reward: 5,000 DP. Bonus Reward: 2,000 DP. Total DP Awarded: 7,000. Current DP: 707,000]

He felt nothing. Wiping out these creatures was less significant than breathing. He continued his journey.

Days later, he entered a bustling trade town on the outskirts of the mountain range. He was heading for a tavern, a useful place to gather information, when he saw a commotion.

A young man, no older than himself, stood proudly in the center of the street. He was handsome, dressed in the pristine white and gold robes of a core disciple of the Azure Dragon Sect. His cultivation was impressive for his age—the peak of Foundation Establishment—and a faint golden light shimmered around him, a sign of a special physique or treasure. He radiated an aura of righteousness and destiny, the kind of person mortals would instinctively look up to. A classic Son of Destiny.

This "hero" was berating a common street merchant. "You dare sell a faulty spiritual herb to my junior sister?" he declared, his voice ringing with self-importance. "Your greed could have ruined her cultivation! You will kneel, apologize, and compensate her with everything you own!"

The merchant, a grizzled old man, was trembling. "Young Master, I swear, I didn't know it was flawed! Please, I have nothing..."

The hero scoffed. "Excuses! The righteous path tolerates no deceit!"

Tianming watched with detached amusement. He was about to walk past—the squabbles of ants were of no concern to him—when the hero’s eyes swept the crowd and landed on him. The hero’s brows furrowed in disdain, sensing Tianming’s "weak" Foundation Establishment aura.

"And you," the hero called out, pointing a finger at Tianming. "Stop lurking in the shadows like a rat. A true cultivator stands proudly in the light. Your weak and shifty presence offends me."

The crowd murmured. Tianming had done nothing but stand there, yet he had been singled out by this arrogant peacock. It was the natural instinct of the "light" to despise the "dark," even when the dark was perfectly disguised.

Then, the system's voice echoed in his head, cold and precise.

[New Mission Generated: The Arrogance of Fate]

[Target: Son of Destiny (Lesser)] - Long Wei, Core Disciple of the Azure Dragon Sect.

[Background: The target possesses a sliver of the world's karmic fortune. He is destined to find opportunities, overcome challenges, and rise as a pillar of the righteous path.]

[Objective 1 (Evil Path): Crush his spirit. Publicly humiliate him and shatter his pride without revealing your true power. Make him understand that fate is a slave to true strength. Reward: 50,000 DP]

[Objective 2 (Good Path): Support his righteous act. Help him punish the merchant and earn his gratitude. Reward: 50,000 HP]

Tianming's eyes, hidden behind their gray, unremarkable facade, lit up with a chilling glow. The system was offering him a toy. A Son of Destiny. A being supposedly protected by the world itself.

There was never any choice to be made.

He let out a soft, almost inaudible chuckle. The hero, Long Wei, heard it and his face flushed with anger. "Are you laughing at me, rogue?"

"I am," Tianming replied, his voice calm and even. He took a step forward, his gaze still directed at the arrogant young master. "I am laughing at a child who mistakes a gilded cage for the entire world. You speak of the righteous path, but you use your strength to bully an old man over a single herb. Your 'justice' is nothing but a performance to feed your own ego."

Long Wei's face turned crimson with rage. "You dare! You, a mere early-stage Foundation cultivator, dare to lecture me? I will teach you the meaning of respect!"

He erupted with power, his hand flashing forward in a claw-like gesture—the Azure Dragon Sect's signature [Dragon's Claw Art]. A phantom claw of golden energy shot towards Tianming, aiming to grab and crush him.

Tianming didn't move. He didn't even raise his hands.

He just looked at the incoming attack and whispered a single word, imbued with the laws of the [Void Shadow Veil].

"Stop."

The golden dragon claw froze in mid-air, a mere foot from his face. It trembled, the energy within it suddenly chaotic and disorganized, as if it had forgotten its purpose.

Long Wei stared in utter shock. "What... What did you do?"

"Your technique is flawed," Tianming said, his voice dropping to a near whisper that only Long Wei could hear. "It has thirty-six critical energy nodes. You channel your Qi through the wrong meridian at the twelfth node, creating a 0.3-second delay that destabilizes the entire structure. A pathetic flaw. An amateur's mistake."

He lifted a single finger and gently tapped the frozen phantom claw.

The golden energy construct didn't explode. It simply dissolved, fading away into harmless motes of light.

Silence. The entire street was dead silent. The crowd, the merchant, and Long Wei himself stared, their minds unable to process what they had just witnessed. A peak Foundation Establishment disciple's signature art had been dismantled by a "weak" rogue with a single word and a touch.

Long Wei’s arrogant face was now pale white with a mixture of confusion, fear, and deep, soul-shattering humiliation. His pride, his confidence, his entire worldview, had just been cracked.

Tianming took another step closer, his gray eyes looking directly into Long Wei’s. "Fate may have given you a nice sword, little dragon," he murmured, "but you are holding it by the blade. Learn your place before someone decides to teach you a permanent lesson."

Without another glance, he turned and continued on his way to the tavern, leaving the "Son of Destiny" standing frozen in the street, his entire world crumbling around him.

[Objective 1 Complete. The target's Dao Heart has been shaken. A seed of doubt has been planted in his destiny.]

[Reward: 50,000 DP. Current DP: 757,000]
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​Chapter 6: A God in the Gutters
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Gu Tianming strolled into the tavern, the memory of that Son of Destiny’s shattered expression bringing a sliver of amusement to his cold heart. The place smelled of cheap ale, sweat, and failure. He took a corner table, the kind rats and assassins favored, and ordered an ale he wouldn't honor with his touch. His purpose here was singular: to listen to the monkeys chatter.

His public dismantling of Long Wei was a calculated move. Anonymity was for cowards who feared being found. True power invited whispers. He hadn't revealed anything, merely shown that he was a wolf among sheep. Let them wonder. Let them fear the unknown.

The tavern buzzed with the incident, just as he'd predicted.

"Did you see that? That pretty boy from the Azure Dragon Sect got put in his place!"

"Froze his Dragon Claw with a fucking word! Who the hell was that guy? A hidden ancestor testing the younger generation?"

"Whatever he is, he's got balls of Nether Iron. That Long Wei is a vindictive son of a bitch. He won’t let that go."

A scarred mercenary slammed his tankard down. "Good for him! Long Wei is a self-righteous prick who thinks his shit smells like sacred incense. About time a real dragon showed that little lizard his place."

Tianming processed it all with detached efficiency. The consensus was clear: nobody liked the golden boy. This meant the fallout would be minimal. A public beatdown for an unpopular asshole wasn't enough to warrant a sect-level response. Perfect.

The conversation naturally drifted to the only thing these insects cared about: the auction.

"Three Soul Transformation elders from the Celestial Sword Sect are guarding the final item. Three of them! They're treating that fragment like it's the key to the goddamn heavens."

"It might as well be. I heard the Shenglong Dynasty sent a motherfucking prince to bid on it. Can you imagine that kind of money?"

Tianming nearly scoffed aloud. A prince? Elders? They were all scrambling for a shiny turd dropped by a dead god, and they thought they were playing for the throne of the universe. The sheer, unadulterated stupidity of it all was almost physically painful.

He had heard enough. He tossed a spirit stone onto the table—an insulting overpayment—and walked out, leaving the chattering monkeys behind. A few days later, Celestial Peak City loomed before him, a gleaming white cancer on the side of a mountain. He paid the exorbitant entrance fee to the glorified thugs at the gate and descended into the lower city, the place where the dirt of the shiny machine collected. He found a suitably grimy inn and secured a room.

The moment the door closed, his disdainful patience evaporated. The time for observation was over.

"System," he commanded, his voice a low growl. "I'm going to scout the vault. I want to upgrade my [Void Shadow Veil]. Show me its evolution path."

[Acknowledged. Accessing System's Supreme Dao Integration function.]

[Technique: [Void Shadow Veil] (Forbidden Tier)]

[Potential Evolution Path 1: [Abyssal Phantom Domain]. Merge with a larger territory of shadows to achieve omnipresence within that domain. Cost: 500,000 DP. Requires the user to be in the Soul Transformation Realm.]

[Potential Evolution Path 2: [Shadow Soul Projection]. Detach a sliver of one's soul and bind it to a shadow, creating a perfect infiltration drone. Cost: 250,000 DP. No realm requirement.]

Tianming's lips curled into a smirk. The choice was obvious. He didn't need to become the domain; he just needed a disposable scout.

"Purchase the [Shadow Soul Projection] evolution. Integrate it. Now."

[Deducting 250,000 DP. Remaining DP: 507,000.]

[Evolving [Void Shadow Veil]... Soul-binding protocols initiated... Success! Technique evolved to [Void Shadow Veil - Soul Projection].]

He felt the change immediately. The technique was no longer just a cloak for his body; it was a weapon for his soul. He sat cross-legged on the filthy bed and closed his eyes. A tiny, almost imperceptible wisp of his soul detached, wrapped itself in abyssal energy, and merged with the shadow in the corner of the room.

His consciousness split. His main body remained in the inn, a silent, unmoving fortress. But a second part of him was now free, a being of pure shadow, untethered and undetectable.

His new shadow-self flowed out of the inn, a current of darkness in a river of light. The city's arrays, powerful as they were, were blind to him. They were designed to detect spiritual energy, soul probes, physical matter—all things he was not. He was the literal absence of detection.

He moved with contemptuous ease, his perception expanding. The patrol routes were a joke. The auras of the city's masters were like bright, stupid beacons, broadcasting their positions to the entire world. He counted four Soul Transformation realm cultivators—the strongest being the Sect Master bastard at the peak, his aura reeking of self-righteous sword intent.

His shadow-self dove deep into the mountain's core, slipping through cracks in the foundation that a molecule couldn't pass through. He reached the main treasury, a monument to wasted effort, and faced the final vault door.

[Analyzing vault door. 'Seal of the Seven Heavenly Swords'. It is highly resistant to physical and elemental force,] the system noted. [However, its defensive matrix has a refresh rate of 1.2 seconds. A shadow-form entity could theoretically phase through the barrier during the 0.001-second refresh gap.]

"Theoretically?" Tianming's main body sneered in the inn room. "Watch me."

His shadow-self waited, its perception synced perfectly with the array's rhythm. As the seal pulsed, there was an infinitesimal moment where the law of "solidity" it enforced wavered. In that moment, the shadow ceased to be a two-dimensional object and became a concept, flowing through the Nether Iron door as if it were air.

He was inside. The vault was brimming with treasure that he wouldn't even use to pave the floors of his chambers.

And there, in the center, was the prize. Floating in a crystal prison was the fragment of that motherfucker's soul. The God of Holy Light. He could feel the faint, nauseating aura of "sanctity" coming off it.

His shadow-self didn't touch it. It simply observed, recording every detail of the containment array. It was complex, but flawed. It was designed to keep people out, not to stop the prize from getting out on its own.

His mission complete, the shadow-self flowed back out of the vault and zipped through the city, returning to the inn and merging seamlessly back with his soul.

Tianming opened his eyes. The entire infiltration had taken less than five minutes.

He now had a complete blueprint of the city's defenses, the vault's layout, and the prize's containment field.
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