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Wei Long's expression shifted, and he questioned in return, "Since this senior is there, why is it so difficult to see him? Is there some problem?"

Ancestor Huoyun furrowed his brows slightly, appearing somewhat troubled. "It truly is difficult. That range of volcanoes a thousand li south of Everimmortal City is merely a surface branch extending from the Flame Magma Sea. From there, one can descend into the Flame Magma Sea itself. That senior is secluded in cultivation within it. But the problem lies exactly there. The Flame Magma Sea is vast and boundless, far larger than even the Southern Crow Country. Inside, there's simply no way to contact that senior, nor do we know which part of the Flame Magma Sea he resides in. If he's in the deeper layers, even I cannot descend that far!"

Wei Long's face remained calm. He had long guessed things wouldn't be so smooth. The "Flame Magma Sea" — just hearing the name, one could guess it was a layer of magma deep beneath the earth's crust. The size of Southern Crow Country was completely on a different scale compared to it. Finding a single person within such a place was no easy task. Wei Long had originally suspected that old fossil at the Divine Transformation Stage wouldn't be found so easily. He hadn't expected the situation to be this troublesome.

Ancestor Huoyun looked at Wei Long as if waiting for his opinion. Wei Long pondered for a moment and still felt finding this great expert at the Divine Transformation Stage was the simplest course. Last time, listening to Wan Songyi's explanation, that Divine Transformation Stage expert should be beneath that volcano range. Even if he ventured deep into the Flame Magma Sea, he likely wouldn't go too far. In that case, this was still far better than them directly confronting the Evil Spirit head-on.

Once the Evil Spirit was dealt with, and General Qilian advanced to the Seventh Tier, the remaining forces would be as fragile as clay chickens and pottery dogs. At that time, even that Divine Transformation Stage expert would have no grounds to stop the Hanba from seeking revenge. Back then, the Heavenly Sword Sect had interfered in mortal conflicts, slaughtering two hundred thousand mortal soldiers in one go. If General Qilian sought vengeance, he would stand on the side of righteousness. Moreover, Wei Long didn't believe that Divine Transformation Stage cultivator would dare confront a Seventh Tier Hanba, especially one who, in life, was a Martial Cultivator who had entered the Dao through martial arts!

After a moment of thought, Wei Long raised his head and addressed Ancestor Huoyun. "Senior Huoyun, this junior still believes finding that senior is preferable. That Evil Spirit originally joined forces with the traitorous faction of the Shadow Soul Sect. The overall strength of those Black-clad Figures is already no less than one of the Four Great Sects. Now, the Heavenly Sword Sect, defying all norms, has teamed up with that Evil Spirit. With two major sects assisting it in devouring Nascent Souls, the other sects of Southern Crow Country will inevitably be drawn into this sooner or later. Given our strength, we absolutely have no confidence in keeping that Evil Spirit contained under such circumstances. Delay breeds unforeseen changes. Please, Senior Huoyun, tell this junior the approximate location of that senior. This junior is willing to go!"

Looking at Wei Long with slight surprise, Ancestor Huoyun let out a hearty laugh. "Since you, little friend, possess such boldness to venture into this Flame Magma Sea, this old Daoist shall naturally accompany you! Speaking of which, I only visited that volcano range once during the Stellar Condensation Stage to gather Flame Evil Qi. It has been many years since I last went there!"

Wei Long naturally understood that Ancestor Huoyun's willingness to accompany him stemmed from concern over his low cultivation level, fearing he couldn't last long within the Flame Magma Sea. He placed his hands behind his back and bowed respectfully. "Thank you for your kindness, Senior Huoyun!"

Ancestor Huoyun was a straightforward person. Once decided, he laughed loudly. "Delay breeds change! Let us go now!" As he spoke, he transformed into a streak of light and flew south from Everimmortal City. Wei Long nodded to City Lord Xie, then similarly mounted his sword and followed.

South of Everimmortal City, the land was largely desolate. Flying over a thousand li in a south-southeasterly direction, one could see from the air that for a hundred li below, black columns of smoke occasionally rose into the sky. The air was also filled with clouds of dust and ash. The fire-attributed spiritual energy here was noticeably more active compared to other places.

Following Ancestor Huoyun, they landed beside a volcanic crater several hundred feet wide. A pungent smell of sulfur filled the air. Yellowish-gray and blackish smoke continuously billowed from the crater. Intense heat made the very air appear to shimmer and warp. Within the magma inside the crater, bubbles constantly formed and burst, releasing wisps of white steam that dissipated into the air.

Ancestor Huoyun spoke with a hint of concern. "Little friend, the heat of this magma is extremely high. Moreover, it contains Flame Evil Qi, which is exceptionally corrosive to the physical body. Anyone below the Nascent Soul stage entering would likely sustain damage to their body before long. This old Daoist specializes in fire-attributed Dao arts. Let me go down and take a look first. Little friend, you can wait here quietly."

A slight smile appeared on Wei Long's face. "Senior, rest assured. This junior has self-awareness. If there's danger, this junior will act according to his capabilities. Besides, this junior possesses some secret arts for seeking people. They might be able to help!"

As he spoke, Wei Long suddenly circulated the True Essence within his body. That gray, indistinct True Essence devoid of specific characteristics slowly transformed into a fiery red, fire-attributed True Essence. This time, even that gray Great Dao Golden Core gradually turned fiery red. A shimmering luster flowed over it, and faint flames seemed to dance upon its surface. Wei Long's external aura also underwent an instantaneous, drastic change. Pure threads of heat radiated from his body, and sparks began to flicker amidst his hair.

Seeing this, Ancestor Huoyun couldn't help but chuckle. "So my little friend also cultivates fire-attributed Dao arts! No wonder you possess such confidence. In that case, let's go! This old Daoist hasn't been here for several hundred years. This trip can be considered a revisit to an old haunt!"

With that, Ancestor Huoyun plunged headfirst towards the magma below. A translucent, fiery red protective barrier appeared around him, pushing the magma away to a distance of about ten feet. Watching Ancestor Huoyun, Wei Long gave a light smile. Circulating his True Essence, his hands swiftly formed a sequence of sixty-four hand seals. With a low chant, he uttered, "Flame Mastery Art! Plunge!"

The surrounding fire-attributed spiritual energy rippled almost imperceptibly. Fiery red Runes, resembling dancing flames, materialized around Wei Long's body simultaneously. Like fire spirits, they floated onto his limbs, torso, and head. In an instant, Wei Long seemed to transform into fire itself, giving the impression of a living flame.

The surging waves of scorching heat around him instantly became a warm, flowing current. After completing this, Wei Long formed a few more hand seals and swept his hands over his eyes. "Truth-Seeking Eyes, open!" A faint purple glimmer flashed through his pupils. When he looked down at the magma again, it appeared as if it had turned into a transparent, fiery red, flowing glass.

"Truth-Seeking Eyes, said to see through all illusions, and I'm using them like simple X-ray vision. Truly using a giant blade to slice chickens!" Wei Long mocked himself inwardly, then jumped down into the magma below. Upon contact, it was as if a Flood Dragon had entered the sea. The scorching magma instantly felt like a warm spring. A sense of perfect ease washed over Wei Long.

Just then, the Little Toad always clinging to Wei Long's chest suddenly woke up. It opened its eyes wide, looked around at the environment, and wriggled its body, appearing very uncomfortable. Wei Long cursed inwardly, "I almost forgot this little fellow!" Before he could do anything, the Little Toad let out two croaking laughs. Its body grew indistinct, transforming into a streak of clear light that sank into Wei Long's chest. Scanning with his Spiritual Sense, Wei Long saw a tattoo of a green toad with closed eyes appear on the spot where the Little Toad usually rested. Wei Long shook his head. This little creature advanced so quickly just by sleeping, and even knew the secret art of turning into a tattoo and attaching to the body!

Putting the Little Toad out of his mind, Wei Long surveyed his surroundings. This crater was like a channel, narrower at the top and wider below, leading down to the underground Flame Magma Sea. The viscous magma all around flowed slowly like water, resembling a sea of flame constantly lapping against the surrounding rock walls. Occasionally, small chunks of fiery red crystal could be seen embedded in the walls. Those were newly formed fire-attributed Spirit Stones, but they were still too small, not even qualifying as Low-Grade Spirit Stones.

Descending about a thousand feet into the magma, he saw Ancestor Huoyun suspended within it, protected by a transparent barrier about ten feet in diameter. Seeing Wei Long seemingly swimming through the magma with just his physical body, showing not the slightest sign of discomfort, he couldn't help but voice his admiration. "Little friend's flame mastery art makes this old Daoist feel rather inadequate!"

Wei Long used the Thousand-Mile Voice Transmission Art to reply, "Senior flatters me. It's merely a minor technique that happens to be useful here! I wonder how one searches within this Flame Magma Sea. Is there a general direction?"

Ancestor Huoyun replied, "This place cannot yet be considered the Flame Magma Sea! Another thousand feet downward is where the upper layer of the Flame Magma Sea begins. There, not only is the heat of the Earthfire magma several times higher than here, but the pressure is immense. The concentration of various Flame Evil Qi that corrodes the physical body is also much denser. Little friend, proceed according to your ability. That senior should likely be within the range from the upper layer of the Flame Magma Sea down to a thousand feet below. You, little friend, can search within the upper three hundred feet. This old Daoist will search the lower areas. Separating our actions might be faster. Apart from the Earthfire magma, Flame Evil Qi, and that immense pressure, there are basically no other dangers here. Take care, little friend! If there's no result in seven days, you can return to the surface."

Wei Long nodded in understanding. Ancestor Huoyun transformed into a fiery red streak of light and vanished downward. Wei Long closed his eyes to sense his surroundings. The heat Ancestor Huoyun mentioned basically posed no threat to him, as long as he didn't go too deep. As for that immense deep-sea-like pressure, Wei Long had now essentially transformed into fire itself. No matter how small a water body, fire wouldn't be crushed by water pressure in the deep sea. Moreover, the Flame Magma Sea was extremely calm, with only the slowly flowing Earthfire magma. There were no dangers like hidden currents. Now, the only threats were those various Flame Evil Qi.

He descended further. The moment he passed below the thousand-foot mark, the heat intensity suddenly increased severalfold. The various Flame Evil Qi also became much denser. Furthermore, strange fluctuations began to slowly manifest around him in response to his presence...
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Wei Long suddenly felt the temperature of the Earthfire magma around him increase several times over. The Flame Evil Qi in the surroundings also became much denser out of nowhere. He finally understood why Ancestor Huoyun had said that only below a thousand zhang could be considered the true Flame Magma Sea. The Earthfire temperature here was probably comparable to the true flame of an ordinary early Golden Core Formation Stage cultivator. A normal Golden Core Stage cultivator really couldn't last long here. Wei Long floated up one zhang, and the surrounding temperature suddenly dropped several times.

Wei Long couldn't help but click his tongue in amazement. Just one zhang of distance, yet it was like two different worlds. Moreover, Wei Long sensed that the strange fluctuations from a moment ago had suddenly vanished. He dived down another zhang, returning to the true Flame Magma Sea. He felt as if he had entered the peak of summer. The previously mild feeling suddenly became somewhat fiery and intense.

That strange fluctuation from the surroundings spread out again. Wei Long focused his senses, a faint purple light flickering in his pupils as he continuously scanned the area. After a short while, Wei Long suddenly muttered to himself, "Fire energy, spiritual energy, various intertwined strands of Flame Evil Qi, some pure and gentle rich Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy... and most importantly, it also contains an immense and obscure life force. Those were actually life fluctuations! There are living beings here too?"

He recalled Ancestor Huoyun saying that aside from the Flame Magma Sea, there were no living beings here. While there were indeed demonic beasts that could survive within the Flame Magma Sea, they certainly wouldn't appear here. Yet Wei Long felt the entire Flame Magma Sea was brimming with a vast life force, along with those strange fluctuations. Clearly, only living beings could have such things.

Closing his eyes to sense for a while longer, within the slowly flowing Earthfire magma, thin threads of strange fluctuations came from all directions. Innumerable small fluctuations gathered together, allowing Wei Long to sense them clearly. Moreover, those fluctuations were gradually strengthening. To Wei Long, it felt as if countless lifeforms were being nurtured within this Flame Magma Sea. Those extremely weak life fluctuations were stubbornly and slowly growing stronger.

More importantly, Wei Long sensed that these peculiar life fluctuations only existed within a range of a hundred li around him. Wei Long floated up another zhang, and those strange fluctuations suddenly weakened rapidly until they completely disappeared. At this moment, Wei Long could sense a simple, unwilling desire to perish.

Diving back down into the range of the Flame Magma Sea, those strange fluctuations slowly appeared again, repeating the earlier process, slowly growing stronger. "These fluctuations are occurring because of my appearance!" Wei Long drew a conclusion in his heart. He had sensed that a thousand zhang above was like ordinary magma—lifeless, where anything appearing within would be mercilessly incinerated. But the area below a thousand zhang felt like a normal world to Wei Long, filled with that immense life force that nurtures all things.

But somehow, there were no living beings here. Until Wei Long appeared just now, it was like a catalyst. Even Wei Long didn't know what on him had completely triggered this Flame Magma Sea to begin nurturing lifeforms. Within a hundred-li radius, more and more life fluctuations were being generated, and those generated earlier were rapidly strengthening and growing.

In this situation, Wei Long needed to search for the Divine Transformation Stage master cultivating in seclusion here. But these lifeforms being nurtured by something unknown on Wei Long made him feel somewhat conflicted. Should he continue? Were these things a blessing or a curse? Wei Long knew some lifeforms were naturally born and raised by heaven and earth, but such a large scale was unheard of, unseen before. Even the vast knowledge within his mind contained no such situation.

After a pause, Wei Long frowned and stopped there. He would wait and see! Because in just this short while, Wei Long sensed that about a hundred zhang away from him, a lifeform was nearly fully formed. The further the distance from Wei Long, the slower the lifeforms' nurturing speed became, further confirming Wei Long's guess. Something on him, some quality, or perhaps Wei Long himself, as a catalyst, had triggered this change in the Flame Magma Sea.

Those lifeforms nearing successful gestation could already emit some vague, simple thoughts. It was a joy of life, but even more vague and simple than those of small animals, barely qualifying as a living being's traits. Yet it was indeed a characteristic unique to living beings.

Setting aside his concerns, Wei Long quietly floated within the Flame Magma Sea. Several Runes clung tightly to his body's surface, assimilating him into a human-shaped flame. His Dantian held the Great Dao Golden Core, which had already transformed into a large fireball, quietly rotating in reverse. The fire energy spiritual energy and Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy from the surrounding Flame Magma Sea, even thin strands of Flame Evil Qi, were continuously drawn into it, autonomously converted into True Essence to replenish his consumption. Meanwhile, all that Flame Evil Qi completely entered the Yang eye of the Taiji Diagram beneath the Great Dao Golden Core.

Wei Long frowned in deep thought. What exactly on him had attracted this change? The Great Dao Golden Core? The Taiji Diagram? Or perhaps the Fire Control Art? Wei Long pondered for a long time but couldn't determine. Here, he had no way to experiment. He could only quietly wait for those lifeforms to be fully nurtured.

A moment later, the faint purple light in Wei Long's pupils suddenly flashed several times intensely. Wei Long looked towards a spot about a hundred zhang away from himself. The flow speed of the Earthfire magma there suddenly increased several times over, forming a tiny, swirling vortex that voraciously swallowed the surrounding Earthfire magma. Correct, it wasn't just flow. Wei Long's senses indicated that place seemed to generate a void out of thin air, rapidly devouring the surrounding Earthfire magma, along with the fire energy spiritual energy, Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy, and also large amounts of a single, specific type of Flame Evil Qi in the vicinity.

That invisible thought suddenly strengthened several times over. The life fluctuation then began to beat rhythmically, like a heart. Wei Long's expression turned serious, ready to leave the Flame Magma Sea at any moment. He thought to himself, "It's finally been nurtured!"

As if confirming Wei Long's thought, the rotation speed of that small vortex suddenly increased tenfold. The surrounding Earthfire magma was also stirred into motion. Those fused Earthfire magma, fire-attribute spiritual energy, Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy, and a single, specific type of Flame Evil Qi gradually condensed into the form of a living being there.

After a few breaths, a small fire snake, only three cun long and as thick as a chopstick, appeared there. A thought, both joyful and confused, emanated from that little fire snake. Wei Long casually cast a Detection Art. All spiritual energy fluctuations within a hundred-li radius clearly displayed in Wei Long's mind.

Within a sea of fiery red, at a position a hundred zhang ahead of Wei Long, a barely noticeable tiny dot with a faint red trace appeared. Wei Long finally confirmed, this truly was a nurtured living being. Even if this little fire snake was barely stronger than an ordinary green vegetable snake at the moment, it was indeed a genuine living being!

With the appearance of that little fire snake, small vortexes continuously appeared around Wei Long, wantonly devouring the surrounding Earthfire magma, fire-attribute spiritual energy, Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy, and a single, specific type of Flame Evil Qi. Lifeforms of various shapes continuously nurtured around Wei Long—some snakes, some lizards, some peculiar beings with only eyes and tentacles. However, the only similarity was that all these nurtured lifeforms had simple bodies, none exceeding the size of a palm.

Moreover, for them, the Earthfire magma and Flame Evil Qi were like water to fish. Watching these continuously nurtured lifeforms, despite being extremely weak, Wei Long couldn't help but feel a joy of life, a strong sensation witnessing life being nurtured.

Seeing these nurtured lifeforms posed absolutely no threat to him, Wei Long also set his mind at ease. He quietly floated within the Earthfire magma, reaching out with a hand. The little fire snake first nurtured floated onto Wei Long's palm. That little fire snake seemed to really like Wei Long's aura, actively coiling around one of Wei Long's fingers, continuously opening its small mouth.

It had no tongue, no teeth. Its body structure was extremely simple, yet it was a true living being. Wei Long couldn't resist inputting a strand of his True Essence into its body. Its body only contained a faint, seemingly illusory heart. An extremely weak trace of spiritual awareness hid within that heart.

Wei Long left a strand of pure fire-attribute True Essence within it before tossing it away. Those nurtured peculiar lifeforms, once born, unconsciously moved away into the distance. Wei Long floated in place, many feelings welling in his heart, simply letting these lifeforms slowly continue nurturing.

At that moment, a figure rapidly shot up from below Wei Long. The Earthfire magma was immediately pushed aside—it was none other than Ancestor Huoyun. Upon seeing Wei Long, he directly sent a voice transmission: "Little friend, what's going on here? Why have so many weak lifeforms suddenly appeared..."

Before he finished, Wei Long interrupted him via voice transmission: "Senior, these are lifeforms nurtured by heaven and earth. Having the fortune to witness this process is very helpful for future cultivation. This is a rare opportunity. Moreover, these are all fire-attribute lifeforms!"

As soon as these words fell, Ancestor Huoyun was startled. Understanding, he stopped and quietly began sensing the nurturing of the surrounding lifeforms. One by one, even though both he and Wei Long could extinguish them with a mere breath, these weak lifeforms, carrying simple thoughts and simple forms, descended into this world. Just as Wei Long said, this situation was very helpful for insights, especially for Ancestor Huoyun, who specialized in fire-path cultivation techniques.

At that moment, a streak of fiery light, still bright and clear even within the Flame Magma Sea, flew over from afar. Wei Long thought to himself, "A light beam transformation is actually possible within the Flame Magma Sea?!"
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A thousand zhang underground, in the Flame Magma Sea, a streak of light shot rapidly from the depths of the abyss below towards Wei Long's location.

Both Wei Long and Ancestor Huoyun floated quietly within the Flame Magma Sea, silently sensing the various bizarre creatures emerging one after another in this sea of magma, a place where life should have been impossible.

Being able to transform into a streak of light and fly here was something even a Soul Refining Stage cultivator like Ancestor Huoyun, who specialized in fire element techniques, could not achieve. Transforming into a streak of light here meant that even with a protective aura barrier, a Soul Refining Stage cultivator would be slowly eroded by the ground fire magma and the intense Flame Evil Qi. Therefore, the identity of this streak of light, which emitted no noticeable aura, was self-evident—it was the Divine Transformation Stage grandmaster who had been secluded in cultivation within the Flame Magma Sea.

Sure enough, two breaths later, a young man with hair as red as burning flames, wearing a fire-red Daoist robe that continuously emitted waves of powerful spiritual energy disturbances, appeared before Wei Long and Ancestor Huoyun. On the robe, flame runes were arranged according to a specific formation master's pattern. His eyebrows were also red, making him look like a blazing fire. Yet, not a trace of aura leaked from him. He simply floated in this sea of earth fire and lava with his physical body. The fire element spiritual energy and ground fire magma around him seemed to be drawn by an invisible force, swirling away from the young man's body on their own before they could reach him.

However, the moment this young man, who seemed ordinary, appeared, Wei Long and Ancestor Huoyun felt an intangible, powerful pressure bearing down heavily on their hearts. It was a soul-based pressure that emerged spontaneously without apparent anger. Wei Long had never seen what this Divine Transformation Stage grandmaster looked like, and Ancestor Huoyun seemed equally unfamiliar. Yet, this pressure was real and clearly felt by both of them.

In the Cultivation World, one never judged a person's actual age by their youthful appearance. After forming a Nascent Soul, a cultivator gained the choice of their appearance—whether to look like a youth, a middle-aged person, or a white-haired elder. It was entirely up to their preference. Only as time passed and their cultivation ceased to progress would they slowly show signs of aging.

This young man before them was clearly someone with an extremely long lifespan ahead. Naturally, Wei Long and Ancestor Huoyun dared not be too presumptuous before such a legendary Divine Transformation Stage grandmaster. Seeing the young man appear, they both immediately raised their hands in salute.

"We younger generation, Wei Long (Wei, Huoyun), pay our respects to the esteemed senior!"

The young man revealed a slight smile and made a silencing gesture. He then focused intently on watching the peculiar Earthfire creatures emerge one after another from the Flame Magma Sea. With the joy of arriving into the world, these simple-structured, extremely weak little creatures, once born, seemed driven by simple instinct to move away from the area.

No one knew how much time had passed. Eventually, no more Earthfire creatures manifested. The wondrous fluctuations accompanying their birth also disappeared. The creatures had autonomously dispersed in all directions. Only then did the three of them snap out of the strange and profoundly mysterious feeling brought on by those fluctuations.

The young man in the fire-red Daoist robe, with red hair and crimson brows, showed a hint of regret. He didn't concern himself with the destinations of those Earthfire creatures and murmured softly,

"Creatures born from the Flame Magma Sea... yet they are neither heaven-and-earth-born divine beasts nor spirit beasts. They haven't even awakened spiritual intelligence, possessing only simple forms and spiritual awareness. Yet, they have the instincts of living beings and the potential for autonomous evolution. The wonder of creation is truly beyond our comprehension. Hmm... there were exactly 129,600 Earthfire creatures! What does this number 129,600 represent?"

Hearing this, Wei Long casually cast a Detection Art.

Invisible detection ripples spread out from Wei Long as the center, traveling in all directions with a peculiar undulation. In an instant, the ripples surged back, carrying information about all spiritual energy fluctuations within a hundred-mile radius back into Wei Long's mind.

"A full 129,600! And there are 1,096 species, exactly 100 individuals per species, matching the number of one 'Yuan' cycle: 129,600! So this Divine Transformation Stage old monster doesn't even know that 129,600 is the number for one Yuan cycle. This world clearly doesn't have this calculation method. It seems something on me really triggered this change!" Wei Long lowered his head, deep in thought.

Meanwhile, the red-haired, crimson-browed young man in the fire-red robe looked up at Wei Long and chuckled lightly.

"Oh? A detection secret art? Not bad! For someone only at the Golden Core Formation Stage, managing to detect up to a hundred miles is indeed a pretty good technique. And this flame manipulation art is also quite ingenious. Huh? Your cultivation level seems unclear... you look like a Golden Core Formation Stage cultivator, yet you seem stronger than that, but weaker than a Nascent Soul Stage cultivator. Which old fellow's disciple are you?"

Wei Long's heart tightened involuntarily. He nodded with a smile.

"Esteemed senior flatters me. My meager strength is indeed not worth mentioning! My master is Wu Yazi, known as the Living Corpse. He is a secluded cultivator from the Carefree Peak of Wu Liang Mountain."

Wei Long instantly thought of this person and blurted his name out. This Divine Transformation Stage old fellow seemed to have noticed that the cultivation method Wei Long practiced differed from the common hierarchical classifications currently used in the Cultivation World.

The young man frowned in thought for a moment, then spoke softly,

"I haven't heard of such an expert... Well, that's possible. There are indeed many hidden experts on this planet..." He trailed off and didn't pursue the matter further regarding Wei Long. After all, before an expert of his level, a Golden Core Formation Stage cultivation was indeed barely worth noticing.

However, the young man suddenly addressed Ancestor Huoyun.

"Little guy, are you cultivating 'Blazing Without End'? What is your relation to that old undying fellow, Huo Yan? I haven't seen that old fellow for what seems like a thousand years!"

Hearing the name "Huo Yan", Ancestor Huoyun immediately straightened with reverence, automatically ignoring being called "little guy" by the young man. He respectfully replied to the young man,

"True Person Huo Yan is this junior's grandmaster's junior brother. He left to travel the world over a thousand years ago! May I ask who you are, senior?"

The young man laughed and scolded,

"That old fellow sure is carefree! He's been gone for over a thousand years, leaving me here as this so-called guardian. He didn't even say goodbye. He probably has already left this place for elsewhere. Who knows if I'll ever run into that old guy again amongst the vast sea of stars? My Daoist title is Yan Yangzi. Have you heard of me?"

Ancestor Huoyun was shocked. He quickly bowed in the air, forming a special hand seal.

"This junior, Huoyun, pays respects to Grandmaster-uncle Yan Yangzi!"

Yan Yangzi frowned.

"That old fellow Huo Yan... not even here and still causing me trouble. You're already at the mid-Soul Refining Stage, why did you come here? And you brought a mere Golden Core Formation Stage youngster? Could it be that your branch from Everimmortal City has encountered some danger?"

Ancestor Huoyun looked towards Wei Long. Wei Long immediately spoke respectfully.

"Esteemed senior, please do not blame Ancestor Huoyun. I was the one who sought him out. This junior was entrusted by the Thousand Talismans Sect. I would never have dared to disturb your seclusion unless absolutely necessary."

Yan Yangzi interjected.

"Oh? What exactly happened? You should know I am the guardian of Southern Crow Country, right? Unless a large-scale invasion by the Demon Race occurs in Southern Crow Country, I won't intervene."

Wei Long revealed a slight smile.

"Naturally, this junior knows that. However, this time an event has occurred that threatens the entirety of Southern Crow Country. A vile creature has appeared in Southern Crow Country, capable of devouring the Nascent Souls of cultivators above the Nascent Soul Stage to strengthen itself. Furthermore, that creature is equivalent to a Soul Refining Stage cultivator and has no physical form, possessing a half-immortal body. Soul Refining Stage cultivators are fundamentally incapable of destroying it. That is why we came seeking you, senior, hoping you would take action!"

Upon hearing this, Yan Yangzi's expression immediately turned serious, and a trace of pressure radiated from him.

"Devouring Nascent Souls! What kind of vile creature dares to openly challenge that prohibition? It must be tired of living! Where is it now? Are you certain?"

Wei Long explained.

"That vile creature perfectly matches a type of Evil Spirit my master described. It forms from a person who died harboring immense resentment. The condensed, lingering Resentment Qi attaches to an object, transforming into an intangible, illusory entity. Within its own tier, it effectively possesses an immortal body. This junior dares swear to the heavens that there is not a shred of falsehood regarding this Evil Spirit devouring Nascent Souls!"

Wei Long's words were indeed true. He would never tell this Divine Transformation Stage old monster that such an Evil Spirit could not possess anything other than a heaven-and-earth spirit object, nor could it be nurtured otherwise. If this old fellow learned of this, Wei Long's chances of obtaining that heaven-and-earth spirit object would be basically ruined. Although Wei Long was fairly certain that telling this Divine Transformation Stage old monster now would not result in the Evil Spirit being completely eradicated.

Such an incident occurring in Southern Crow Country fell under his duty as the country's guardian. Actions devouring Nascent Souls violated the iron laws of the Cultivation World. If he allowed that Evil Spirit to continue existing, all Nascent Soul Stage and above cultivators in Southern Crow Country would undoubtedly be devoured over time. Eventually, the highest cultivation level in Southern Crow Country would be Golden Core Formation Stage. Where would that leave the face of its guardian?

But dealing with that Evil Spirit was not Wei Long's duty. Wei Long was merely a young cultivator who had just formed his Great Dao Golden Core not long ago; he hadn't even reached the First Revolution Golden Core realm yet. The fact that he was here now seeking out the guardian was already considered acting nobly for a righteous cause—at least, that's how others would see it, and currently, Yan Yangzi indeed thought so.

Having this Divine Transformation Stage old monster severely injure the Evil Spirit, then Wei Long and Hanba ambushing the critically weakened Evil Spirit... Hanba devouring the Evil Spirit to advance to the Seventh Tier would owe Wei Long a huge favor, and Wei Long could still obtain a heaven-and-earth spirit object. This was definitely a worthwhile deal.

But would things really go that smoothly? The major chaos currently gripping Southern Crow Country had now been laid completely bare on the table...



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 154: It Was Actually Him!

[image: ]




​

On the first day after Wei Long entered the Flame Magma Sea, in a location ten thousand miles outside the Shadow Soul Sect, Ghost Hand carefully used a Breath Concealment Talisman that Wei Long had auctioned off long ago. His body had become much thinner, his eyes sunken, and his face extremely haggard. His daoist robe was nowhere to be seen; he wore a simple gray burlap garment instead. A foul, unpleasant stench continuously emanated from Ghost Hand, making him resemble a low-level cultivator whose lifespan was about to end.

Only his eyes, hidden beneath his messy hair, still held a certain sparkle. Ever since Wei Long saved him last time, he had used a secret method to send a distress signal to the Shadow Soul Sect. But in the following days, that distress signal seemed to sink like a stone into the ocean, with no further reaction whatsoever.

Instead of attracting people from the Shadow Soul Sect, that secret distress method seemed to act like a beacon for those Black-clad Figures. In just a little over an hour, several Black-clad Figures at the Golden Core Formation Stage arrived at his location, intending to surround and kill him. Luckily, Ghost Hand was clever enough. He didn't stay in that place. He hid far away and secretly observed.

But he was still discovered by those people. He desperately used the Blood Escape Technique at the cost of greatly damaging his Essence Blood and barely managed to escape. However, his already injured body suffered further harm. During the next two days, he encountered two more cultivators at the Late Golden Core Stage who tried to rob and kill him. He used a secret method, sacrificing flesh and blood from his own body, to kill those two Black-clad Figures. But Ghost Hand also transformed from his former plump, smiling Buddha-like appearance into a somewhat gaunt figure that seemed to have a dwindling lifespan.

There was a traitor within the sect! Ghost Hand understood perfectly well at this point. His distress signal never reached the sect leader's hands. Someone had secretly intercepted it. That's how his location was confirmed, leading to the subsequent pursuits. Those people naturally knew that if Ghost Hand returned alive to the Shadow Soul Sect, the matter of the Heavenly Sword Sect colluding with those Black-clad Figures would be completely exposed.

But in the following days, Ghost Hand traveled on foot towards the Shadow Soul Sect like a Qi Refining Stage cultivator. Perhaps this foul-smelling, disheveled, and dirty appearance was too different from his original plump, pale, smiling Buddha image. Moreover, he also used the Breath Concealment Talisman Wei Long had auctioned off to conceal part of his cultivation aura, making him seem only at the Qi Refining Ninth Layer. If not for this, he might have already been successfully ambushed and killed by now.

Thinking of this, Ghost Hand inwardly sighed with emotion, "Luckily, I got a few of Grandmaster Thirteen's Breath Concealment Talismans. If I can return alive, I must find a chance to meet Grandmaster Thirteen someday. Without this Breath Concealment Talisman, I would have probably been discovered long ago!"

Just at that moment, a faint ripple of Divine Sense swept over from a distance. Ghost Hand's heart tightened. Although he was currently disguised as a Qi Refining Ninth Layer cultivator whose lifespan was about to end, if a cultivator above the Nascent Soul Stage noticed him, he would definitely be discovered.

But right then, a streak of light flew closer from afar. After a few breaths, a gloomy-faced old man appeared above Ghost Hand. Looking at Ghost Hand, he let out a strange laugh that sounded like an owl crying. "Shadow Soul Sect's little rat, you were quite good at hiding. You even dared to sacrifice your own essence, flesh, and blood to become this half-human, half-ghost appearance. You used Grandmaster Thirteen's Breath Concealment Talisman too, didn't you? Yet, you were still caught by this old daoist me!"

As he spoke, Ghost Hand prepared to use the Blood Escape Technique again to flee. But the old man seemed to have anticipated this. Before his words even finished, he pointed a finger from one palm towards Ghost Hand. A swarm of ghostly head phantoms, accompanied by shrill ghostly wails, rushed down at Ghost Hand.

Those ghostly head phantoms seemed like living creatures. They charged at Ghost Hand's body and began fiercely gnawing, as if a horde wanted to tear him into pieces. Ghost Hand, however, was already completely drained. Just as he was about to be devoured by ten thousand ghosts and die, a long, drawn-out ghostly howl suddenly came from the north. The ghostly heads lunging at Ghost Hand seemed frightened and flew back towards the old man.

Right then, a jet-black streak of light arrived almost instantly next to that Nascent Soul Stage old man. A palm glowing with a faint, murky black light instantly struck the old man's forehead, chest, and Dantian three times in succession. The old man's body and the Nascent Soul within him exploded into fragments and dissipated in the air.

A cold and stern old man instantly appeared before Ghost Hand. He slapped his palm on Ghost Hand's back, continuously transferring a large amount of True Essence into Ghost Hand's body. He said, "You are Ghost Hand, right? You actually used the Blood Escape Technique and the secret technique of sacrificing flesh and blood!"

Seeing this, the old man's tone softened slightly. "The contribution you made for the sect, the Shadow Soul Sect will remember. There is a traitor in the sect. Your distress signal was intercepted and was only luckily discovered today. Is the news you reported true?"

Ghost Hand managed a smile uglier than crying, firmly stating, "Senior Uncle Grandmaster, please rest assured! I, Ghost Hand, swear to the heavens, the previous message was a trap all along. The Heavenly Sword Sect actually colluded with those Black-clad Figures to ambush us. I was saved by a seemingly very young cultivator..." As he spoke, an unusual flush appeared on his face, and he fell into a coma.

The old man's face turned extremely grim. Leaving aside the oath to the heavens, with his Soul Refining Stage cultivation, he could absolutely tell whether Ghost Hand spoke the truth or not. Moreover, Ghost Hand was originally a key disciple the Shadow Soul Sect focused on training. But now, the Golden Core within his body was on the verge of collapse. If the old man hadn't arrived in time, perhaps the Golden Core would have already shattered by now.

Carrying Ghost Hand, the old man flew back to the Shadow Soul Sect. He directly said to the Shadow Soul Sect's leader, Li Zipei, "Take him down and treat him well!" Then, with a serious expression, he added, "First order of business: Uproot all discovered spies or individuals with major suspicions within the Shadow Soul Sect! We can't afford to worry about the repercussions during such times. Second order of business: Discreetly send people to the Thousand Talismans Sect, carrying a communication jade slip personally crafted by me, and hand it to the Thousand Talismans Sect's leader. Also, send multiple groups to act together!"

Li Zipei also looked somewhat worried. Hearing the old man's words, this seemingly impulsive big man immediately understood. The information Ghost Hand sent back was absolutely true. He opened his mouth and asked, "Senior Uncle, are we to contact the Thousand Talismans Sect to jointly deal with that traitorous disciple's faction and the Heavenly Sword Sect? Even so, can we match their strength? Should we also contact the Moonview Tower?"

The old man nodded and said, "That traitor tried to stir up conflict between our Shadow Soul Sect and the Thousand Talismans Sect last time. We are already at odds with the Thousand Talismans Sect. I believe that old geezer Wan Songyi will definitely not let it go. Once the Thousand Talismans Sect takes action, the Moonview Tower, which has always shared a close bond with the Thousand Talismans Sect, will naturally join in. Even if that old thing from the Heavenly Sword Sect has a Late Refined Yang Stage cultivation, he still can't match three Soul Refining Stage cultivators. Moreover, when they were invaded by that Hanba (The Drought Demon) last time, that old thing was definitely already injured!"

On the third day after Wei Long entered the Flame Magma Sea, people from the Shadow Soul Sect had already secretly arrived at the Thousand Talismans Sect. Wan Songyi held a jade slip, a playful smile appearing on his face. "The people from the Shadow Soul Sect definitely don't know that I learned about this matter even earlier than they did. And they also don't seem to know yet that the Evil Spirit devoured the Nascent Souls of several of their Shadow Soul Sect members. Hmm, just as Mr. Wei predicted. The Shadow Soul Sect people are indeed using the incident of being invaded last time to provoke me. It's best to proceed as Mr. Wei suggested, acting secretly in this matter; directly engaging in open confrontation would be unwise!"

After sending away the messenger from the Shadow Soul Sect, Wan Songyi neither agreed nor refused. He simply acted as if he didn't care about anything. Seeing the slightly contemptuous look on the messenger's face as he left, the Thousand Talismans Sect's leader, Wan Lingzhe, flared up in anger right there. But thinking of the arrangements Wan Songyi had given him, Wan Lingzhe's mouth twitched slightly.

In fact, the Thousand Talismans Sect had already begun secretly acting when Wei Long left. And on the seventh day after Wei Long entered the Flame Magma Sea, the Shadow Soul Sect received news that the Thousand Talismans Sect had sealed its mountain gates, forbidding any disciples from leaving. Shadow Soul Sect's leader Li Zipei immediately started cursing.

And one week after Wei Long entered the Flame Magma Sea, people from the Heavenly Sword Sect and those Black-clad Figures had already secretly gathered in a place not far from the Shadow Soul Sect's base. On the Heavenly Sword Sect's side, a middle-aged man with soaring sword-like eyebrows, carrying a large black sword on his back, looked at another middle-aged man at the Late Soul Condensation Stage across from him, and the mass of black cloud floating behind him. He always felt that within that cloud, there was an eye full of malice constantly fixed on his Dantian.

This sword-browed middle-aged man frowned and said, "Little Demon King of Nether Souls, sir, don't forget the conditions we agreed upon earlier. We help you eradicate the Shadow Soul Sect, and you must help our Heavenly Sword Sect complete our business. Both sides have already sworn a Blood Oath; I hope you won't go back on your word!"

The middle-aged man called Little Demon King of Nether Souls, with hatred on his face, said, "Rest assured. I have sworn a Blood Oath. You help me destroy the Shadow Soul Sect; I don't want to try the consequences of breaking that oath!" As he spoke, he waved a hand towards those uniformly Black-clad, masked figures. They all set off towards the direction of the Shadow Soul Sect. And that Evil Spirit transformed into a black streak of light, disappearing to who knows where. The Heavenly Sword Sect people charged towards the Shadow Soul Sect from another direction.

A short while later, the two groups directly attacked the Shadow Soul Sect's base. But the Shadow Soul Sect was already prepared and waiting.

Half a day later, in a location a thousand miles south of the Everimmortal City, Wei Long, Yan Yangzi, and Ancestor Huoyun flew out from a volcano crater. As soon as Yan Yangzi appeared, he extended his vast Spiritual Sense northward. A moment later, he suddenly let out an angry shout, "What an evil thing!" After saying this, he gave a wide sweep of his sleeve and released a strange treasure shaped like a compass disk. A flash of clear light passed, and the figures of the three disappeared from the spot.

After several breaths, the clear light flashed again. The figures of Wei Long, Ancestor Huoyun, and Yan Yangzi abruptly appeared in the air above the front gate of the Shadow Soul Sect's base. An aura like a tidal wave erupting suddenly burst forth from Yan Yangzi. The people fighting below immediately stopped in shock and terror, all looking up at the sky.

Among those Black-clad Figures, an old man at the Late Nascent Soul Stage with completely white hair and beard and a resolute face, as well as the severely injured, not-yet-recovered Ghost Hand from the Shadow Soul Sect, couldn't help but exclaim in surprise, "It was actually him!"
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Chapter 155: Devouring the Evil Spirit (Part 1)
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When Wei Long, Yan Yangzi, and Ancestor Huoyun suddenly appeared on the battlefield at the mountain gate of the Shadow Soul Sect, and Yan Yangzi unleashed his vast, imposing aura that felt like the might of heaven and earth without any concealment, the many cultivators who were fighting all paused their clashes. The mid Refined Yang Stage expert from the Shadow Soul Sect who was being besieged, the late Refined Yang Stage cultivator from the Heavenly Sword Sect, the Little Demon King of Nether Souls who had one foot already in the Soul Refining Stage, and the Evil Spirit that had been sneakily launching black sword attacks when it found an opening all instantly disengaged from the battle.

The chaotic battlefield, which just moments ago was a tangled mess of combatants driven by bloodlust, suddenly fell into an eerie silence. The gazes of everyone present were filled with intense shock as they looked at the three figures in the sky, especially the red-haired, red-browed Yan Yangzi. The Soul Refining Stage expert from the Heavenly Sword Sect had already prepared himself to flee from this place. Meanwhile, the face of the Little Demon King of Nether Souls displayed a mix of shock, surprise, bewilderment, and fear, changing constantly like a face-changing performance—one moment green, the next red, then white, then green again.

As for the Evil Spirit, which resembled a blurry mass of black mist, it hid within the shadows of the crowd below, continuously writhing and twisting. From within it came a series of hair-raising, piercing shrieks, which became especially prominent after the battlefield fell into that strange quiet.

Among the Black-clad Figures, the Third Elder at the late Nascent Soul Stage recognized Wei Long at a glance. What horrified him even more was the red-haired, red-browed young man beside Wei Long. The soul-pressing pressure he exuded made it impossible for any thought of resistance to arise. The wisp of Sword Intent the Third Elder had cultivated kept sending him signals of extreme danger. One single, clear thought filled the mind of this Black-clad Figure's Third Elder: show no hostility! Do not make an enemy of him!

The Shadow Soul Sect was being jointly attacked by two forces on its own territory. Ghost Hand, who had not yet fully recovered from his severe injuries, had also taken the initiative to join the fight once more. Looking at Wei Long's expressionless face, his eyes seemed to treat everyone below as if they weren't even there—not even the Soul Refining Stage cultivators seemed to be worthy of a glance. Ghost Hand naturally recognized at once that Wei Long was the person who, last time, had used a strange secret technique to rescue him from an encirclement. That powerful Escape Art which could traverse tens of thousands of miles in an instant—even recalling it now filled Ghost Hand with intense awe.

Both the Third Elder among the Black-clad Figures and Ghost Hand from the Shadow Soul Sect couldn't help but cry out in alarm at that moment, before quickly lowering their heads, not daring to look up at the three figures in the sky. And at this moment, Wei Long's face almost turned green. Looking at all the people below, his entire face seemed to have been hit by a petrification spell, frozen stiff.

Tears were practically streaming in Wei Long's heart: "Damn it, it's actually a Low-Grade Treasure Artifact! I'm not surprised that this old monster who's lived for at least thousands of years has a Treasure Artifact. I'm not surprised that this old geezer knows teleportation, a skill only those who have manifested their Primordial Spirit can use. It's not impossible for him to teleport with two people either. But this old bastard actually has a Star Void Compass—a Low-Grade Treasure Artifact capable of navigation and positioning in the starry void—that can teleport him with two people from the southernmost tip of the Southern Crow Country to the northernmost tip! Who the hell said people in the Southern Crow Country are poor! A single Low-grade Spiritual Artifact is considered incredibly precious here. Yet this old guy not only has a Treasure Artifact, but it's the even rarer Star Void Compass!"

The moment Yan Yangzi's Star Void Compass appeared, Wei Long's face turned green. He had long known that Divine Transformation Stage experts who had manifested their Primordial Spirit could naturally learn basic skills like teleportation without being taught. However, the distance for a single teleport was generally around a thousand miles or so. Teleporting while bringing other people along? That wasn't something a Divine Transformation Stage expert could normally accomplish. Let alone bringing along a Soul Refining Stage cultivator and a Golden Core Formation Stage cultivator, managing to teleport over a hundred thousand miles in just a few breaths.

With the appearance of this Star Void Compass, Wei Long's face froze stiff. In his heart, he almost cursed this grandmaster—who could make both sides cease fighting instantly just by appearing and standing there without saying a word—to death: "No wonder this old monster who's lived who knows how many years, and who pretends to be a young man, was so unhurried! This guy has already manifested his Primordial Spirit. Otherwise, he wouldn't know a skill like teleportation. His Divine Sense can absolutely sweep across the entire hundred-thousand-mile distance in an instant. And with a cheat item like the Star Void Compass, he could probably appear anywhere in the Southern Crow Country within a few breaths! But why couldn't he just come by himself? Why did he have to bring me and Ancestor Huoyun? Bringing Ancestor Huoyun is somewhat understandable—he's at least a Soul Refining Stage cultivator. But me? I'm just a small Golden Core Formation Stage cultivator. What did you bring me here for? I don't want this kind of spotlight! Whoever wants it can have it!"

But no matter how unwilling or reluctant Wei Long felt in his heart at this moment, he was already here. When Yan Yangzi teleported over, Wei Long didn't even have a chance to resist. Most of the Stellar Condensation Stage and Soul Refining Stage experts recognized Ancestor Huoyun. With the label of a Soul Refining Stage cultivator attached to him, naturally no one would dare provoke him rashly. But now, even those few Soul Refining Stage experts were looking at Wei Long as if he were a super nuclear weapon that would explode at the slightest touch.

Passive attribute: Summons a Divine Transformation Stage grandmaster who can appear at any moment! Touching him automatically grants the Soul-Scattering Halo. Instantly, labels like "Do Not Provoke!", "Super Spiky Hedgehog!", "Southern Crow Country's Number One Prodigal Son!" were mentally pasted onto Wei Long by the many present experts.

As for Yan Yangzi's appearance that seemed merely in his twenties, it was automatically ignored by the many experts present. That aura of authority even without anger, that sheer presence that could shake the mind of a Soul Refining Stage cultivator—if anyone couldn't recognize that this was a Divine Transformation Stage grandmaster who had manifested his Primordial Spirit right now, they might as well slit their own throats and be done with it!

Looking at the expressions on those people's faces, Wei Long's face turned even greener. Just thinking with the heel of his foot, he could roughly guess what these people were thinking. With Yan Yangzi's sudden appearance, probably no one present wasn't feeling their hearts pounding and filled with anxiety. "Damn it, this is some serious spotlight. More importantly, I don't have much of a relationship with this grandmaster. Who the hell knows why he decided to bring me along when he came over!"

If Wei Long knew that Yan Yangzi had merely brought him along on a whim, would he vomit three liters of blood, look up to the sky and sigh, and die from sheer exasperation? But at this moment, the moment Yan Yangzi appeared, he directly ignored all the people engaged in the chaotic battle below. He released his aura, directly pressing down on the Evil Spirit that was hiding in a corner, waiting for a chance to launch a sneak attack.

If the Stellar Condensation Stage and Soul Refining Stage cultivators knew that the oppressive aura they felt was just a side effect, that it was merely brushing against them, would they die from frustration? The scene instantly fell silent. Everyone subconsciously held their breath. Only from the Evil Spirit's position came wave after wave of terrifying, blood-curdling shrieks. That sound, which seemed to pierce straight into one's soul, expressed only one meaning: a plea for a quick death!

Yan Yangzi's gaze locked onto a shadow beneath a half-destroyed giant tree in the forest below. He snorted coldly: "It really is an evil thing! You still dare to devour a Nascent Soul right in front of me! Brazenly violating a strict prohibition of the Cultivation World, you must be truly tired of living. If people from other countries found out, I wouldn't even need my face anymore!"

With that, he swiftly swung a palm downward. A vivid, fiery-red palm, dozens of yards in size—so clear that even the lines on the palm could be seen—slammed down from the sky. A tremendous wave of heat instantly spread out in all directions. The fire element spiritual energy around seemed to jolt awake from its slumber all at once, becoming much more active and dense.

With that palm strike launched, the Stellar Condensation Stage and Soul Refining Stage cultivators scattered like startled rabbits, faces filled with alarm as they quickly retreated into the distance. There were still over a dozen unlucky Foundation Building Stage practitioners at the spot where the giant palm was falling. Their bodies seemed to be pinned down by a mountain peak, their faces flushing deep red, their lower legs seeming to have been nailed into the ground by some force.

Even before the giant palm truly landed, those dozen-plus Foundation Building Stage cultivators were violently crushed and exploded by an invisible pressure, instantly turning into dust and disappearing into the air. And in just an instant, that dozens-of-yards-wide fiery-red giant palm smashed violently onto the ground.

Instantly, a palm-shaped crater dozens of yards wide and several yards deep appeared on the spot. Within it, streams of scorching magma began to flow. Around the edges, there were also some sparkling, glass-like or perhaps diamond-like substances. The corner of Wei Long's mouth twitched slightly: "Damn, is this the strike of a Divine Soul Realm grandmaster? I've heard that places where nuclear bombs explode can produce diamonds due to the immense pressure. I never thought I'd see something similar here!"

And at that moment, Wei Long focused his gaze. Within the giant palm crater, a baby-like figure less than a palm in size, wearing a relieved smile, slowly dissolved into specks of starlight and vanished into the air. Its eyes clearly expressed gratitude towards Yan Yangzi. After a cultivator forms their Nascent Soul, their soul resides within it, nurtured and strengthened. If the physical body is destroyed and the Nascent Soul shatters, the soul will, due to the laws of heaven and earth, autonomously proceed to reincarnate.
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